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PREFACE. 


Is an introduction or an apology necessaiijy 
for a book of travel? For my own part I 
feel that so long ns my reminiscences are 

“Stained with the variation of each soil ” 

I shall be as pleasetl with them as wdth a 
pair of old shooting-boots, the nails of wliich, 
hammered in by some stui-dy peasant of the 
Oberland whose dour oi>euH into meadows lush 
wilji globe-flower and campanula, have been, 
■worn away* in the wildernesses of the back of 
b^jfwid* the insteps purple with tlie indurated 
mttA of mangrove swamps, the toes cracked 
with the attrition of the desert sand, the 
gaping seams and sutures shot with Hima- 
layan mica, and the uppers charactered over 
from sole to ankle with the sharp camel- 
thorn and the gorse of Devonsliire moors. 
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preface:. 


Tbe weakness of pi'eserving shabby old 
boots and threadbare old jackets for the 
sake of intimate associations long after they 
have ceased to be decent is always laughed 
at^ but it is regarded with a lenient eye by 
kindred spirits. Any meditative or curious 
rambler who has something of the chameleoi/* 
in him, responsive to difFei’ont atmospheres, 
will sympathise with this kind of sentimental 
thrift, and maybe listen patiently to the 
history of cracks and patches, dints of ex- 
perience with which he is pleased to compare 
his owTi. The impulse that prompts. bat))b» 
of desultory travel is of the same genus, a 
kind of economic instinct for storing sensa- 
tion that would otherwise evaporate into the 
unsatisfying haze of half-rememljered thinga, 
The writing of these travel notes has l^ i CP 
a labour of love, and I offer them Vithowt »*• 
cuse, reserve, or hesitation, to the kind«of |»Mt« 
— and their name is legion — to whom on# 
would say, confident of sympathy, “Look at 
those old boots. I should he sorry to loMk 
them. 1 bought them in Ihtrjeeling five 
yearn ago; I had thmn nailed in Kandorateg 
to climb the Blumlisalp; 1 have wont them 
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on tbe Phemba La and the waste of Babylon ; 
I have bathed in them off the Sundarbans 
trhete the sting-rays are dangerous to bare 
feet, and I expect to leave the soles of tiiem 
in an Irish snipe bog before another frost. 
But rU have them patched up, e%'en if I 
never wear them again.” 

My wanderings in the East have been spread 
over ten years, but what one gains in insight 
daring a long stay one loses in the power of 
conveying. The most illuminating books on 
India have lieen written by {)eople who pass 
seeing everything with fresh eyes, 
yet necessarily sacrificing something of just 
truth to the preconceived *‘I-felt-as-if-a-page- 
had » fluttered - out - of - the - Arabian - Nights ” 
attittld<^ That is the visionary gleam of 
travel. We lose it when we learn that truth 
is not always beauty. 

If the reader discovers a vein of enthusiasm 
im Eastern scenes and people all through 
these pages, it is because I have, as a rule, 
Ihily written of what 1 have found congenial, 
of people who are more or less ennobled by 
courage or ideals for which they are ready 
to saorifloe much, and of places fascinating 
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^for their beauty and remoteness, t>r, in the 
case of well-known cities such as Amritsar, 
Abu, and Benares, for some large tendency 
of human nature that finds piirticulnr ex- 
pression there. 
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any coun- 
try road iu 
tlfe North- 
West yon will 
meet HinduH 
csnying on 

theirehonlder 

« 

the hhanfji, a 
thunBoo *pole 
Balailced by 
ttfo loads, 
oftdn baa- 
ket« of equal 
wi^ht, hang- 





ing down to the waist. When the Itaskcts hold 

‘hi. 

Ii sea-green bottle, bnlb-shaped, with a neck 
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THE MANTLE OF THE EAST. 

and stopper, and packed round with straw, 

you may know the cjirrier is a pilgrim, and 

that he is going to or from the Gangef or 

Jumna, to Brinda. Ban, perhaps, or Hardwar, 

or Muttra, or Benares, according to his faith. 

metms, or devotion. His immediate concern 

# 

ig to collect holy wator to take homo and 
ponr on Shiv's head, the Shiv^ who resides in 
his own villages or perhaps the Shiv of some 
more effieuiious shrine, or it may \ye to jKiiir 
on Krishna or Gfinesh. Who i.s the recipient 
of the lihation depimcls on the man’s wwt imd 
the advice of his guru. — tlie main thing is 
the contoct of the holy water with some god. 
Only, the more simple and unw^orldly the 
pilgrim, the more likely he is to admit that 
there arc degrees of sanctity in the water, that 
a draught from Benares has more virtue than 
a draught from Mir//ipur, and that who»v«r 
pours the libation must go to the river hlhMoif 
to draw it, and on foot, otherwise h® will 
not acquire full merit. It is the fitt (Sndi 
rational babu, always ready to pftM>dit;.;lt |a 
orthodoxy, who contends tlmt all <]lan|g0| 
water is the same, l<iace it proceeds troni* , 
same source, whether you take it from Hard*, 
w'ar or the Hooghly, and that a hathe Irdnr, 
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iiiy of the ghAht by the Calcutta Strand ia as 
^IBcaoious aa^a bathe from the Manikaraika 
“OhAt at Benares. Yet even this rationalist* 
when he oomes to die, will look towards 
Benares ; for there is no comer of India 
^nite outside its spiritual radius, nor any 
Hindu so evolved ns to be entirely detached 
from its influence. Whoever takes the rood 
there, though it l>e from the most remote 
village, will find others on the same quest. 
Like Lhasa nnd Mecca, Benares is the cap- 
ital of a cixsad, aiul she emits niy.s that cast 
the faithful in every comer of 

But nowadays most of the pilgrims go by 
train. When I tiwk my ti<*ket at Howrah, 
the great railway terminus in Calcutta, I had 
not long tq wait Indore 1 found myself 
drawn into the current that is alw^ays flo-wing 
ilowaixli *Kilshi. A sick man on a litter was 
b^hg hurried through the crowd with a great 
defed of bustle and circumstance. 1 saw him 
curried mto a reserved first-class carriage and 
laid inertly on the seat. A crowd of excited 
relatives, servants, and parasites hurried in 
after him and begem to press round him, fan 
him* peer into his face, and mark every pulse- 


a spell on 
^Hmdustan. 
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beat, as orientals do, apparently more anxious 
to show their concern than to the inva^d 
any chance of living. I learnt from a babu 
on the platform that the man was cme 
Chandra Narayan, a notoriously evil-liver, and 
a consumer of cow’s flesh, who hoped to reach 
Benares in the morning, and by this simple 
penance wash out all his sins, “ But you will 
see,” the babu addtnl, “ he will never see 
Kjishi.” 

It was true. Chandra Narayan <Hod at 
Moghal Serai tlu‘ next morning, ns his car- 
riage was l>oing shunted on to the branch- 
line, almost in sight of salvation. A dramatic 
vindication of the godliness of Siva’s city, ailti 
one to be quoted with effeet by the orthoacviE:. 

The news gathered a small crowd outi’id'*^ 
the carriage, “I told you ho would not 
my babu friend remarked with justifiable 
triumph. Indeed no Hindu could tiove ex- 
pected it. I remembered a convermtiem' | 
had had with an Uriya Brahmin. 

“Do you believe," I aski^ him. “thiit'll 
Hindu has only to die in Benares to 
heaven?” 

“Certainly,” ho said, — “not only a Hmdil, 
but any man.” 
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** And Ifow can you reconcile it with the jus- 
||to p£ the All-Powerful, that any scoundrel, 
winterer his* misdeeds, may attain Paradise 
like this? Would you have a roan's salvation 
depcHM] on a railway time-table or the punctu- 
ality of a train ? ” 

^ wifke<l man over dc>e« die at Benares/ 
was his answer. **Men go tlu^re to die, but 
they are prcn'eiitcKl. %Sc>inething alvi^^ays calls 
them away, and tlu^y die elKOwhere.” 

And he HupportiHl his tlnndogy by the fan- 
iaatfe story of an Triya zf*niiiidar who hod 
start«Ml on the jonrnej' twice, at the point of 
deatht and Ikh^u n^sUircnl to health. In spite 
of his n^solutioa to die at Kiishi, he laid come 
homo only to fall from the n^of of his ow^n 
hom^ and hn*4ik his neck. 

' A|» |h€^ train rolls t>ver the grciit Duffeunn 

Bridge every line’s Itead is thrust i>ut of the 
WindbwMi, and theix^ is a huge coil of seqHmtiiie 
fsolour the length of all the carriages, the rain- 
bleading of the turhaiis oh the faithful. 
TImS^ glittering civscent of shrim*s and palaei^ 
«Wft the river brink holds all eyc^. Two only, 
in the carriage of the pnaligal, are dull. And 
this is just 

¥he train stops at a station on the left bank 
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of the river. This is Kashi, the “Splendid,” 
of the Hindus. Benares, in our tongue, is a 
corruption of the Stinscrit “Varanasi,” a name 
that has been held holy for some thousands 
of years. Flocks of pilgrims alight at Kdslii. 
Tlie official and the globe - trotter leave the 
train at Benares cantonment, only two mile?« 
distant, though infinitely removed in all ma- 
terial respt'cts ns well ns in every spiritual 
attribute. At Kjishi men arts living in dirty, 
narrow, cumpli<‘nted alleys, ns intricately in- 
volved a.s their own fnith. Day and night 
they are seeking tlark and mnltKlorous shrines, 
conseerateil to a sup«*rstition wht>se obscenities 
they only half under.stand. While at Ihmatvs, 
in spacious clean houses, dt‘tached fn»m one 
another by walled compounds, live that other 
half of the Aiyan Ht<H-k whose priu’th'al evdh 
ution is .symljolised by the club, the Hp«*«*tat<or, 
the bicycle, the galvitnisod iron bath,»aiid the 
Bible. 

As the pilgrims surge out of the train ttt 
Kdshi, da7.ed at the strangeness «>f it ail, mid 
encumbered with their Iwass v«issels and wmp- 
pings, and maybe * Ihrt Iwisket in whiob 
particular vessel destined for the holy 
resides, they fall a helpless pruy to the 
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tlie most mercikws type of religious rogue in 
India. — men who call thomselvcB Gunga Putra, 
gems of the tSanges, and take care that the 
poorest do not leave Ktiahi befc»re they have 
paid thcrir last mite to the guardians of the 
parent stream. 

* Rajahs and xc^mindars and men of property 
are clay in th<*ir handK, for the Pandas carry 
books in which the* obitgatious of any family 
of substance are iinmeniorially inscrilKjd. If 
the Rajah of Knihmagiri has written that 
Manu Lall Khar Khankor w'hs his religious 
guide on n ct‘rt<iin pilgrimage, then the 
family and desctnidants of Manu Ltill have 
a claim on the family and dtwendants of 
Brahmagiri. so that when any kinsman of 
Ikahmagiri visits Kiishi he is bi'scd by a 
seme of thes*^ clamuroiis i‘t»giies, ea<‘h one 
OJging It mdn* intimate claim than the ttther. 
Hieir tsattimonials, eopietl, forgisl, sold, and 
handed on, spread a network of spurious obli- 
gation from Ilard^var to Adam's Bridge, into 
which every ptlgiim must fall. 8o when 

Ramadaau, the iwtopUnl son of Itrahmagiri's 
second wife's cousin, steps out of the Bombay- 
Delhi express at Muttra Jun(*tion on a dark 
it is vain for him to hope to dud a 
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roof anywhere unobaervotl. He niay try to 
slink away in the shadow of the great giiniers 
of the station bridge, but he will not have 
taken many steps before his identity is dis- 
covered — perhaj>s through his own birhendajss, 
if he is foolish enough to travtd with one, or 
more likely the touts of the I’andas will have 
examined his luggage. Then some fat oily 
priest, who has not «!ven the good maiinera 
to spit the betel out of his mouth, will slouch 
out of the darkness, tt)uch Hamadasu on the 
arm and guide him to the nearest lamp-post, 
where he will open his greasy book and {mint 
to the signature of the man’s own fatlier. 
Another will come with the autograph of 
Brahmagiri himself, and thc^ selection will be 
complicated by the threefold consideration of 
the relatic^iiship of tin* signatory to Rama- 
dasu, to the head of the family, as well as 
the nearness of kin of the present bolder to 
the original recii>iont of the testimoniaL t^oon ' 
a group of these vultures will be gathered 
in the little circle of light — shock -headed, 
coarse- fcsaturod, rapacious, whose plump, un- 
wholesome-looking^ legs the mvalry suhaltem 
returning from his out-station polo-match will 
survey contemptuously, yet sparing a little 
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of the e^mpathy of hk kind for the man 
coniered and dunncMl. For how Hhoerid it 
enter hw hea^ that thono are the prieHtn of 
the country bidding for the guidance of a 
soul to Paradise? 

In the case of the poor, one Panda is allotted 
to many. When the pilgrims alight from the 
train they are niarHlialled and herded. The 
Panda precedes; the pilgrims follow in Indian 
file. Often the duflle-<‘lad group includes four 
generations. The wrinkled grandam will totter 
along, tenacious of the one essential aim, and 
the suckling balx? will Ik? ciirried somehow with 
the bundle of Iwdding, c<M>king-[M)tH, and house- 
hold gootis with which these simple folk are 
encumbered from the hour they leave their 
homes. For some of the poorest <laro not 
commit anything to the keeping of strangers. 
And no doubt this distrust, which makes them 
thmid the streets with their luggage iMtlanced 
on their hotul or slung across their shoulders, 
ie well founded. 

The poor will go to the Dharmsalo, some 
great cloistercni caravanserai where a hundred 
or more pilgrims are housed in obscure dimly- 
lighted cells that reek of lamp -oil and open 
into a courtyard which they share mth the 
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squirrels and incmkeys. The well-to-do, or auy 
who by pious thrift have put by a few rupee# 
for their spiritual adventure, will l>e lodged 
and fed in the house of a Panda, the least 
disinterosted of hosts. But no orthodox Hindu 
will rest or take fockl until he has attained the 
great purification in llu? bosom of Gunga. Tt>- 
morrow, or the day after, he may start on the 
Paiieh Kosi pilgrimage, the six days* circuit of 
the holy city. Hut his first steps are to tile 
ghat, flown the wfirn flagstones of the gnmli 
stairways, past <H>untless little kiosks, imago- 
houses, and spreading sunshades, the hered- 
itary propcuty of priests, tii the lMimbi>o plat- 
form where the pious stand waist-deep in the 
holy stream, or s(|uat like rows of gulil %y 
the rivers brink, a vast multitude in ptuyer. 
in whose perpetual «lronf^ tht‘ pilgrims voice 
is iiiorgiKi. 

Emerged, he musi receive the east^V mark OH 
his forehead and bow the heful as the Briiluiilli 
pronounces over him the mantra. Than fliiwwi 
and fruit must Iw’i lK>ughr tor the 
yellow marigolds and sweet sceiitcsl whit# |Ml 
— and rice to thixm into tlm bowls of 
eants: add a vessel of Ganges wiitcjr, ''aud 
spiritual armour is t*oiiip]ete. Thus he in 
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lodking bewildered or eostAtir, to Clynn Ko|). 
Uie well where Siva lurki), and drinkH a {Miltn- 
ful of the etj^nant water ladled by the priotit ; 
and on to the Rhriuo of ViehAihwar, moat 
potent of all, where all day long nn awed 
crowd throngs round the lingam, Kcattering 
Ifowerw and rice and libationa of Ganges water 
on the hecul t>f Shiv, many of them, the most 
pnidigal iwrhapa. rotiiming with a garland 
hung round tlu*ir m»ek« by thv priest as a 
token that their ofTctring is bletHtnl. Then to 
Clmran Paduka, Vishnu’s feet, the very spot 
where tlio gtxl alightiMl on earth, or to his 
sacred well. Chakra Pushkarina, sprung frt>tn 
the g<s.l‘s sweat. Then Hhaironatli. over- 
shadoWix! by the tamaiind and guarded by 
the gt'Ot'CSMjuu dog, where the pilgrim is tapped 
with the poaeoek fan, ami made ^ ieariously 
fiUnUiar with the g<Ml. Every alley and stnxsi 
is orowdiol with ixx.x'sses and nielii^s in the 
w;^ some open, some grilleti an 1 iMirrod, 
oecnpied hy the iNild-pattHl ele(>hai}t* trunked 
Omiesh and his mt, or Saraswati, or the terrific 
Dttrn^, or Hitala, the small - |«»x goddess, or 
half - obst'one Phallic things, the Argha, or 
Linga-Yoni of Hiva, and Nandi, his kneeling 
boll, 80 that one cannot take a step without 
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paKHiiig l>efor«? Homo nlirino. And through this 

saored maze pilgrims, bidden hy Home Hocret 

flame from their remote jungle homoH, pass 

with heavy daztsd looks, en-sual, it would seem, 

as to which particular shrine or lingam to 

honour with a libation, but careful always to 

« 

throw a potnl to Sakshi Binayak witiio88-lMMir- 
ing Gariesh, as a seal on thoir pilgriniago. All 
day long they pass by tbo gato of the Umiple. 
Many bow and [)ass on : souk* abase their foi*©- 
head to the threshold, but few enter. To all* 
the sinister young priest, who sits within by 
the? altar, iiuik(*s an answering salutation^ as if 
holding durbar for the god. The threshold iB 
rank with trampled (low<*rs and holy water. 
From tlu^ lingam shop o[iposite I watched fioiiie 
score go by, and saw ev<'ry measure of ocetisiiy 
and pei-fuiK'tory worship, 

I have Jieanl Bcuhix^h dewribfHl uh u nutrhii! 
city, but it <lid u«>t, strike lui' hh H«eli, ’ The 
»u]>er(itition, th(> obscenities the inHntiAt<«» AImI 
corrupt prie»th<KHl — that in to H*ty, the meeitAn* 
ism whit;h has inmh? IKjpulur BrahmintHm wilAt 
it is — c»ne kiu»w to be thtue. The unexpected 
thing is, that in spiK* of all this there is stiU 
something stin-ing in the sight «»f these hordes 
of simple folk, — husbAudmon, nieehAnics, the 
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backbone of the country, — drawn there by the 
only light whic^ i« perceptible to their blurred 
vision, and feeling themselves beatified. No 
doubt they are, if they think so; for the 
Almighty, wlio, for some inst^rutable reason, 
h^ given them over to men to whose interest 
it is to make cverjiihing upfMiar distorted, will 
not punish them for gro|)ing after these guides 
m best they may. It is this confidence, so 
blind and pathetic, that detracts from the 
morbidity of the jilace. Shake off the touts 
|l,nd drift in the current alone, and you will 
feel its buoyancy. Here one mjiy imMJt souls 
who look ns if they luul just steppcsl out of 
Betlxjsda, pious folk in whos«^ eyes shines the 
consciousness of doing gcMHl as they conceive 
it, of wiping out offences, of making good 
omissions, all in a whirl of sjinctity and 
starangeness and the realisation of dreams. 
AmL licr® no earthly or spiritual evil can 
touch them, for sudden death is hut a step 
into Paradise!. This breiithing corpse on the 
litter, bitten by disease out of all semblance 
of humanity, the Iwne even |>rotriidtng through 
the skin and Kx>king rotten and mildewed, is 
hut a worn vessel within which the soul is 
fresh, at tho prison gates, ready to escape. 
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Those charred ashes by the g}i4t are bnt 
the refuse of the skein, the ^chrysalis shell 
from which the spirit has Impt to Indra. 
Everywhere t>ne sees signs of pt*sce. 

A feeble old 
Muhratta hi^y. 
lM*nt and strick- 
en with disease, 
totters to tlie 
ghftt, supimrted 
by h»*r two wuns, 

II iiaiul held 
tightly by ««eh> 
As thi' old lady’s 
Hti-f'iigth beg^s 
to fail her, CWMS 
of these stal- 
btnd«% a 
tine u|>statid!«f|f 

a 

jium t»f thirty- ^ 
live or forty, * 

" 7'he helpltss fid bu’! sU (rn hn ’ _ 

stoops and 

swings the helpless old bundle on his shofidanii, 
where she rides pick-a-back, gripping hill aMb* 
feebly with her two Imre feet thrust forward 
like antenna*, and clinging to bis shonldera 
with a sort oi inert strength, which one fedli 
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is notMng more than the tenacity of the 
sq^t, buoyed^ up by a bold confidence in 
lianvon and an abundantly justified trust in 
man. There is no self - consciousness in the 
group whatever, only a tiuiet dignity and 
purpose. 

The Hahrattas reaclnMl the river with their 
burden Just ns a IsMit drtft4'd slowly down 
stream |»ast the gh/il, and for a moment the 
eyes of the pu»us obi hag must have met 4110 
broad clear gaw' of Mi-h I*., a blomle American 
lady, who qnickl^’ tilt«‘d her parasol. I did not 
see the Maliratta woman cbeiely, but no doubt 
there were ravag»*s of discvist* on her face 
whitdr repellwl the fair .\merican. If so, the 
chivjdry of her cwort was cnhatictHl. The 
angle of Mrs P.‘s sunshmle iiuvisunsl the 
antipathy of ^ East and Wc’Sit. It was con- 
tinually tilted. It was tiltssl again at the 
same ghat to tsmceal an olTtmsivoly corpulent 
Bengfdt, and it was quite neetllossly tilted at 
the next, when the guide announced that he 
cotdd |int take ladies to the Nej»ale»e temple 
on aoqpuut of the indecent carvings. At the 
ghfit it was tilted forty-five dogreea. 
Here two corpse's lay on Uietr faggot biera 
with their feet in the holy water, while a few 
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paces behind a DAm was breaking in the skull 
of a third with a hoa\’y bamboo pole to let the 
soul escape. Another, wrapped in embroidered 
cloth, spangled and tinselled, ostentatious to 
the last, looked pathetically gay, while a group 
of relatives sat against a sati stone near by 
smoking a hookah, and waiting for the neat- 
est of kin to apply the torch. This tawdry in- 
effectual remnant, I learnt, had been Chandra 
Narayan. 

At the Manikarnika Ghat the nose of Mrs 
P.’s boat disturlx'd a score of the devout. Her 
party landed and ascended the steps to the 
Kund. The sunshade now w<is tilb'd against 
the sun, and the air of nl(M}fnesH found 
expression in a carefully lifted skirt ai|ii 
hypercritical choice of a path. But tlli* 
fa8tidiousne.ss was matched by a veiled woman 
on the steps, who shrank from Mrs P. ae if her 
subtle aroma of daintiness, and the ehiadow of 
her embroidered silk petticoat, Parisian heehi, 
and open - work stockings winded ptdlutionu 
Presently she gained Vishnu's tank, a fetid podl 
of miraculous efficacy, and here for a lltoracnit 
the Americans and *l wane into syinpatlietic. 
contact. “ Will the old girl dip ? ” 1 heard one 
of them say. “I'll lay yon two to one she 
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doeini^’t.’’ Looking down over the mibi, I miW 
A Brahmin widow mated on the lower etep 
above the pool. The air was nipping, the 
water bitterly cold, and the widow woe an 
old and weak woman. A priest bent f>ver her 
and droned mantrao#, sprinkled her with holy 
water and belt {letals. and tamc»d to 'hi* 
mantra* again. Two irreverent young urchin* 
sat on the Ht4‘}>* behind, making merry over 
their grandnm'H Imth. Higher up the Htaim a 
sedate attendant waite<l with a cloth in w'hieh 
the old lady wo* to wnip herwlf n* she un- 
wound her wet mrht. It was an intense 
moment. Would she dip ? The w hole interest 
of Brahmiuisni contrt*d in that; nothing 
mattered h»» much in all Kiishi. It was a 
supreme t***!. If thnt delicatt*Iy nurturcMl old 
lady enters the cold, filthy, stagnant water and 
snbmaii^ the crown of her head, Vishnu is 
st91 sf iwtent fhime. Sh<‘ r<jse and dest'ended 
*h>wly, step by step, to her waist, to her 
armpits. 8lie dipiani, and vindicateti her faith. 
The urchins were dragged in after her to un- 
wiUing ablutions, and we turned away, glad 
in iKUSurt but ashamed. 

From the bakony of a flowor-shop one can 
look do^vn straight on the gate i>f Vishdshwar 

B 



18 THE MANTLE OF THE EAST. 


without being observed, and note from a f©w^ 
yards the expression of every face that goCR^ 
in and out. In the narrow comi>ass between 
the lintels one may see the epitome of 
Hindustan, and to any one who knows enough 
of its dark worship to divine even vaguely 
the impulses that move the people, there is 
no more illuminating sight in India. In the 
rooming the gate is thronged. Pilgrims are 
entering four nl)reast. whih; others are trying 
to thrust their way out, holding their brass 
vessels of (langes water over their lieads, lest 
they should be jostled and spill it, — for there 
are other shrines to visit and t>ther libations 
to pour. It is a heterogeneous crowd. A 
gi'oup of unveiletl Dekhuni women come along 
in dark - blue and green, and colour all 
street. They are pilgrims froin the soutll. 
There is peace in thtsir faces. Beside tht^U, 
equally devout if h*.ss pictnrc‘S4|ue, are wmnen 
of the city. Many of them carry infante^ 
whose short frocks are often in brilliant 
traat to the maternal narhi. A Immlle ,of 
deep red velvet glows on a bosom of pujon, 
There is no room for disharmony. An ornnige 
babe and a rmigenta mother are not amias. 
And these naked co;il-©yed infants in arms 
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mce stnuigely animpressed. Held in a fold 
'iai '1|ie mrhi, ,thoy nport with their mother’s 
eftr-ringe, dreamily chew sugar-cane, or pro- 
feuely .tap the gate and walls of the shrine 
with a lacquer stick. 

^Ab the Dekhani women leave tlie shrine and 
flood the passage again with indigo tints, they 
meet a contrary wave of*orange. The blue 
is thrust to the wall, and the orange sweeps 
Imperiously througli. It is tins Mahunt of 
Ajodhya, a hmvy, stpian^-faccni, bull-throated 
mnn, arch -priest of Siva, who rides proudly 
In his lacquertMl palanquin, wreathed in nmri- 
golfis, attended by his ehehis. — Brahmins all, 
and only loss proud than himscdf. A dozen 
preeede, and a sc<*re or more follow, deep- 
browed, siuiken-ey<Hi, Imld-patisl, orange-robed 
ecclemaaties, ■^ho need no li<'tors, stj eminent 
and palpable i.s their authority. The troop 
pisses without an olteisntice to the shrine. 

'The parteil crowd meet again and surge 
towards the gate. A stout Bilaspuri. with his 
short board, ear-rings, and pail of brass, 
forges pcifunctorily through. A shock-headed 
Bengali slips in behind and gains the court- 
yard in his wake. A dainty Sikh Ituiy, her 
pink veil tilted forward at the mouth, is 
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thrust against the wall unheeded, while her 
skirted Punjabi sister is held up by a ei^owd 
of drab-coloured pilgrims fi‘oin Dinapiir. Into 
this packed throng iatinides the sacred bull of 
Siva, I watched the privileged lieast saunter 
down the passage, nosing the gix>und in front 
of every niche that contained a shrine. Prom 
Ganesh he stole a sour berry or two : from 
Sinaichar, the Saturday god, a biiiH‘h of fallen 
leaves. As he turned the corner the vendor 
of flowers by Anapiirnn’s temj)l(5 lifted his 
basket uneasily : but he passial. hesitat<Mi nt 
the gate of Vislu^shwar, anil el(H»ted to enter, 
thrusting his nose and shoulders into the mob. 
Soon after, a stui*dy u[>-count ry vagalMmd tried 
to arrogate to himself the same licences Hiid 
hustle a path through. (*ries of dismay and 
protest met him, as vessels ware nps4^t and 
holy watei' spilled to the ground, and the 
clamour brought in three polieemen^frtnn the 
street, — turhaned, khaki -clad servants cirf the 
Raj, — who ejected him with more cuffs tlmii 
ceremony. 

The commotion roused a lean menclimnt who 

ft 

had been waiting liy the gate for at least an 
hoar, as atill m a moth on a wall. Hunger, or 
the night of his empty bowl, tmnsfomied him. 
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He aw^oke, like an insect, fi*um dead paiwivity 
into flight, and began to skim among the 
crowd as a l>ee among flowers, touching this 
one on the shoulder, the other on the arm, 
and stroking another on the nape of the neck, 
offering his empty bowl, always in vain. For 
some reason or other the pious would have 
none of him, and he flitUMl down the alley to 
Gyan Kup without a dole. 

Many who imiss through the gate have the 
air of merchants and brt>kers. The Marwari 
st'Oins to have made his bargain with G(kL It 
is a et»so of definite gift and definite inward: 
he has b«»ught so imu-li wnairity and paid the 
prit^e. So he strides out briskly, without the 
least awe, fyr he is a busy innn and feels that 
this is possibly tht; least remunerative of his 
deals during ^the tlay. 

Bui the measure and intensity of faith arc 
best obstsrvoti in the evening, Inffort; the second 
tide of worshippers is full, when the pious may 
make the StutMangatn, or prostnition of the 
eight members, without fear of Ixung trampled 
uuder-footn A sad-eytHi cowled Brahmin widow, 
who has been carried to the gate in a }>alaii* 
quin, floats through ficstatically. A Haddhu 
follows, and pi'esses his forehead in the mire. 
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may wait ten minutes before one sees 
another such expression of intense faith* The 
martial Sikh merely stoops to mb his hanii in 
a puddle of votive water and rub it on his 
brow. Others are content to throw a flower 
at Ganesh over the door. One feels that ii 
one could have stocnl here fifty or a hundr^ 
years aj^o, one would have seen less casual 
worship and more prostrations. The ritual is 
intact, but the idolaters dtM*mlent. Thej’' wear 
shoes, and ^eiiernlly detile tJiciiiselves with 
leather, omit tlu* s^ilute to the ten winds of 
the IxKly, let tin* shadow of pariahs cross their 
focwl, herd with people of lower casti* in packed 
railway curriajj^es, carry over thc! thn»shold the 
dead who have passcsl late in the. orbit of the 
moon, and let rude little Imys throw stfCUias 
at Siva’s bull and ^o to scliooj wdtiioill ail 
offering to (ianesh. In moralH, jierhaps, they 
are no better or woree, but that hii« iidfcbiug 
to do with their faith. 

What makes the llitidii so (Simplex iwd 
inscrutable is that there is no mistom so 
bound up wdth his iriidiition but isomirsaet car 
family wdll be privilegffd to viotato iL Bma* 
tices which are abhornuit at one time are 
preseribcMl at another* There are mmmm 



when he is bidden to eat flesh, drink int«nd> 
cai^ng dWnks, and defy prinelpl4» the infringeo 
ment of whioh, at ordinary tiinee, would lose 
hi|n his easto. In every district, too, there 
are folk who have peculiar rites and customs 
wintradictory to the geni*ral ideal. Ho when 
all these castes and sects arc dmwn together 
to Benares for common worship from the 
ends of Hindustan, it is not to lie wondered 
at that one comes across many drifting attnns 
which must rt'nwun inys(crit>us. My last im- 
pression of Vislu'shwar is n Punjabi mendicant 
with a turlwn *)f pale s«itfron gauze, ahund- 
unce of flue clothw, a saffron M-arf swung 
over hhi shoulders, and w’reaths of marigold 
rmtnd Ids neck. He strtKle up jauntily to the 
gate, took from the folds of his dress a 
peony hhtglish (lute and played little snatches 
of music ’W'ith the cartdess finish of a master, 
llo disked no alms and ns-civi-d none; but 
once an oddity in an orange sliift gave him 
a wreath of marigoids. which he added to 
those round his neck, — a simple but to me 
insenitable action, and one of the many hun- 
dred things I siiw by the gate of Visheshwar 
and did not understand. Why did he stand 
there and play the flute? It and his stall 
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jproclaimed the man a beggar, but I never 
saw any person less like one in my life ilian 
this lusty Punjabi with his quizzical patron- 
ising mien, his roguish lissertiveiiess, and 
general air of welll>eing. And what tie of 
sympathy, frateniity, duty, love, or fear could 
there be l^tweon him nnd the apparently 
infirm little body in the orange shift whom 
he followed twenty prices up the street? 

The mob of religious mendicants perjilexes, 
attracts, and rc'pels. The wihl twed liniragi, 
smeared all over with aslies of cow-dung, and 
wearing coils t>f rope inattisi in his coarse 
dyed hair; the Yogi on his IhhI of spikes; 
the Saiinyasi, naktHl or dresstd like a clown; 
the gentle Saddhu in his sahinm M*ol|^ml 
rolw; the Dandi with the wainl that must 
not toueh the ground; the Tnliiigi with his 
and gounl and antelo[H»\H skin,— are at 
fii>it- sight elements of drama, but s>ne* soon 
tires of them and their harhs:piiii gc^r, and 
finds the true romanc<* in tint simple devotacs. 
Yet one in ten thousand may Isj tlm gonnino 
anchorite dear to the roiuam ist, the man who 
has weiglu*d the Tat ymm with their 
and obligations and found iheni lean and light 
as thistledown in the Hcrak! against the email* 
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eipAtion of tho »pirit. On© Uketi to think fchnt 
if one waits long enough a familiar figure nill 
pass through the gate wearing tho rudrakuhOf 
and a votary make obeisance to the lingam 
who could find hb way blindfold from Petty 
Cnry to Magdalen Bridge. 

To understand the spirit in which the Kaddhti 
is rtHieivcwl one must readjust all one's ideas 
of almsgiving. The Hindu mendicant is hon- 
oured, he «leinaiHls, gratitude is out of the 
question ; alms are his hirthright. When ro- 
fuswl, he has lM*en known to enter the house 
of tho offender and break his eooking- vessels. 
In wamms of ptlgrimage iUH>ks of Sannytisis 
Mconr the laud like lo«*UKts. -\t Ikuinres there 
must Ik' many thousands of them. Twice in 
a day I saw the h<»use of the Maharajah of 
D— invaded. First, in the morning, 1 was 
sitting in the %'<‘randah overlooking tho river 
wfien ^our Ktuldhus entertnl hy the eorkwrew 
stairs, passed the Sikh guard by the door 
and the nfle-raek, and gaiiuHl the balcony 
unohallengc'd. Four staffs were plantxHl in 
four flower- pots, each with a little salmon- 
coloured rag attached, Kaddhu colour, to pro- 
claim that the staff was all they possessed in 
the world. Ihey waited patiently, and were 
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fed. Th€»8e were caeiial visitors. But in the 
evening of the tMimo day, when I was' again 
a guest in the house, the licensotl pensioners 
came. These wei*o twenty Saddhus, who 
squatted in a conier tun*ct stit apart for their 
use, and soon raised sueli a clamour of abuse 
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and indignant protest that one of 4iie 
rajah's servants was s«nit tf> ask what was tfatf 
matter. Their grievance was that they had 
been given inferior, or insufficient, Udiaoeo. 

It was good fortune to l»e admitted into 
the house of sucK an orthodox Hindu aa the 

Maharajah of D . The building is one at^ 

the finest on the river fi*out, equally beaiitifnt 
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and mavsivo. The balcony, where guoite are 
reoeived, ia supported by two immenae f!or> 
bdled piloetera, and projocta over the gli4t. 
or, as it seems from within, over the Ganges. 
The face of the liouse may be described os 
sixty feet of solid foundation and breast- 
work. supporting fifty feet of palace. Add 
the flags descending from the base to the 
stream, and the whole pile from the top- 
most parapet to the w’nter imiasuivs, w'hen 
Guuga is not in floixl, a good hundred-and- 
fifty feet. 

From the Imhony «me ]ts>ks down on the 
house of the Malutnina of X., an ancient nt^- 
lt*ct«*d timnsion, hut inveterately Hindu. On 
the rocjif is a gni*deii which the Maharana's 
sacred bull shart's with the monkey and the 
peacock. Prom the shade of a t^aniariud trt'o 
M<|utit Bfanunian surveys (fungn, the HilUsi 
sand beyond, and the packed city spi'eading 
oilt towards the t^ost. A sacrtai prtwjject, but 
to the god's i^yvH no doubt im|)erfect. For 
seen like this, in a bird’s-eye view from the 
roof of a house overkH>king the river or 
from the railw'ay bridge n-s the train rolls 
into Kashi, Benares is ns deceptive as the 
ordinary Hindu. Two alien things dominate 
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the city, the great minareta of Aurungzeb’s 
moBque and the iiuiBHive girders of the Duftoriii 
Bridge. That is to say, the two most prom- 
inent features of Benares are merely casual 
and uncharacteristic, as distant from the heart 
of the place as any exiu’t^ssion of the human 
mind can be. Tlu'y obtrudt* incongmously, 
more sui-face excrescences, while tindenieath 
hidden Avorld-old influeiu-es wbi«di have out- 
lasted change and revolution course through 
the laxly like saji in tb<f bough. The Hindus 
wore throwing marigolds at the feet of Siva 
when our ancestors were «lressed in wotwl ; 
they performed the sacrilice of the lloin witii 
pro«Msely the same rites hundreds of years 
before Attila swept over lOurope. (.'uiH|iiest 
does not impress them; the motor and the 
locomotive arc not half so ^ wojiderful as 
Vishnu’s footprints. And our imxlern eugintfs 
give impetus, rutln-r than clux-k, t«» the cjiuse 
of the priests, for every year {ulgrtms flock 
to Benares in greater uumlxu*s. The sum of 
devotion may be leas, but the devotees are 
more. W<» s[uut the (iangcs for them with 
iron, and the faithful use our road to approach 
their gods without simriug any of their awe 
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for the new miracle. To the devout we and 
our railways are a passing accident, to be 
used or ignored as indifferently as stepping- 
* stones across a brook. The city is too old in 
spirit to resent those iron girders, that stuc-co 
mission church ; they ai*e merely another 
wrinkle on her brow. The parable is repeated 
from Rameswararn to Peshawar, — India is too 
old to resent us. Yet who ciui doubt that 
she will survive us? 

The secret of luu* iMmua nonce lies, I think, 
in her passivity and her fM)wer to assimilate. 
The faith that will u«»t light cannot yield. 
Ilefor#^ I left Kashi I met a strictly orthvalox 
Hindu B.A., one of those ehislve unsatisfac- 
tory Iieiiigs who is ready to tjxplain Karma 
by heredity, the Hitnkhya [diilosopliy by evolu- 
tion, and yet stand bv the laws of Manu and 
his gods. 

mt c<»urse,“ ht; sai«l, “I ladieve that 
any one who dies within the Panch Kosi road 
at Benait^s will ait^iin salvation, eef he has 
faith enough to believe that by so dying be 
will be fwved." 

Thus the wretched man strippetl his gods of 
their divinely aiprichtus jMJWer. I felt that 
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the terrific arm of Siva had fallen limp, the 
Trimurti become impotent and dishonoured, 
the effulgence oi Brahma's gwlhead dimmed, 
and Kashi “splendid" and miraculous no more, 
but the mother of quibbles wholly rational, 
trite, and dull. 
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The bo«t part of India i« rolourtnl yellow in 
the map: it is aliM> the inoKt sterile and un- 
productive. For the kind of land w'hich haa 
produced the Hikh and the Ihiji>ut dot*,K not 
allow any form of life to nm quiekly to seed. 
Chivalry', clanship, prestige. b«dong to the 
desert and the mountain ; but in fat lands 
the gfxi is the helly. This is a jdatitude; hut 
it i» iit^»o*wihle to enter Kajputana fmni oast, 
west, or south without remarking on it, 

Nerve is largely a elimatie pixaluct. It needs 
a thin* dry air for tautness, and relaxes like 
a f^amhok where the atmosphere if steamy. 
It is no fault of the Bengali, Telugu, or Tamil 
that he does not make a soldier, and no parti- 
cular credit to the Sikh or Pathan that ho 
makes a good one. But climate is not every- 
thing: police, order, tmd security' are as de- 
moralising to the Oriental as humidity in the 
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air. The Pathan from across the Khyber is 
a better man than his neighbour in Peshawar; 
and the Gurkha, who is used to settling his 
differences in his own way, can give points 
to the plainsman, who is overshadowed by 
the magistrate, A man who knows tlie Indian 
army can gauge the mettle of a regiment by 
the locale of its (mlistment ; and he could, if 
he wei*e brave enough, make a map of India 
and its frontiers showing the distribution of 
courage over the different race areas. In such 
a map — coloured as in the charts of rainfall, 
temperature, gc'ologicral strata, and vegetable 
products — KajpuUina would appear tainted 
with the rose-pink of Jaipur. 

In a similar hypothetical map of a century 
or two ago the country would shine, pei^aps, 
in the full crimson of active militarism. But 
when the sword is rusty the liluod inns thinner. 
If the Kajput is not what lie wits, it. is heeaufie 
we have taken from him the pursuit of anna. 
Yet his survival in the land ho has held ao 
bravely is due to the British, who only eame 
in time to save the race, exhausted with cent* 
uriea of strife, from* muiquest by more vigorous 
invaders. 

But the Itajputa retain their pride, and, if 
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con trust their historian, it is founded on 
A [^lendid tradition. Tliey walk and ride as 
^ men conscious of a past. More than any race 
Uiey, love distinction. And they cling to a 
boast of heraldry that ennobles the poorest, — 
for every true Rajput is in some distant col- 
lateral way the kin of the Mahnrann, and can 
lay claim to unniixod blood for close on two 
thousand yearn. T«k 1. tht*ir di!VoU‘d chronicler, 
trjicos their armorial Ixarings to n date* Ixifore 
Troy, and l)elievt*.s that the Hnc'estore e>f Utlaipiir 
carried their Palladium into the field against 
Alexander. And though we may have Iwlieved 
this historian to ix« no more than a romancing 
advo4‘ate, and too credulous in the gcMKl faith 
of bfuds, we feel that this crtnlulity is con- 
tagious as we cross the liujput's frontier, 
breathe his eijsp air, and admire his erect 
hearing and the way he sits his horse. 

Jaipur, lying on the highway lietween Bom- 
bay and Delhi, is generally the first, end often 
the only, Rajput city the stranger visits. It 
has thus obtainfHl, in relation to other cities, 
a disproportionate meed of praise and the in- 
evitable reaction of disparagement. At the 
time of my visit depreciation was in the air. 
Two of the correspondents with the Prince had 

c 
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recorded their displeasure, and one had called 
Jaipur vulgar. It reminded one lady in the 
hotel of a Christmas ciike, another of a straw- ^ 
berry ice, a third of the taziahH and such 
tawdriness as the Mahomedans carry in the 
Mohurrum. Stucco was on everybody’s lips ; 
and an American called it jerry-built, and dived 
into his ‘Murray’ to see if he could “catch 
another city” on the way to Bombay. And 
all this resentment arose because the city is 
coloured a rosy pink all over, like almond 
blossoms, and so unsubstantial - looking that 
one feels it must have risen “like an exhala- 
tion,” and might as cjasily he spirited away. 
As a matter of fact, most of it is very solid, 
but high parapets of thin plaster, rising from 
the roofs of the houses all down the street, 
suggest the pretence of a th\rd storey, and 
add to the air of make-believe and unreality 
that pervades the whole. The high? emibattledt 
crenelated walls and gateways may have bcN^Ji 
built round the city to securer it, or the city 
may have been conjured up inside. The Inst 
explanation that is likely to suggest itself is, 
that they are due to the same elfish agency 
as the rose -pink fabric which they include — 
to expand the American lady’s simile — like an 
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elaborate piece of confectionery in a etout 
iron pan. 

It is the pinkiness and unsubstantiality of 
Jaipur that has earned it detractors, — features 
that to other eyes constitute its charm. They 
gi\e it just the colour and lightness that the 
dun earth and sullen iwk demand. Imagine 
a city of pale-pink houses with walls green- 
shuttered, and many of them having their 
upper stortiys intricatcdy ]>ainted and covered 
with white geometrical dosigiiH and drawings 
of elephants, pea<’f)cks, and rajas going out to 
war. And pigeons everywlu^re, more than I 
have seen in any <ither city, so that the end 
of a street is often a vista of dancing grey, 
shot over a flawless blue background of sky. 

Most cities in the desert take their colour 
from the sand, and the clay; Jaipur suffuses 
its enviranment with tints of its own. Figures 
seen in difttiint perspective down the street 
give one the idea of a shredded patchwork 
quilt, fluttering like gossamer in a faint stir 
of wind as the thin air seems to {>aIpitato and 
make them quiver in the strong sunlight. 
The harmony is as haphazard as in flowers 
sprinkled over a field, but every detail has 
some distinction of its own. A dot of a child 
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is often the most gorgeous point of colour in 
a crowd. In the bazaar one’s eyes often follow^ 
some seriovis, impish, or consequential urchin 
in magenta or purple, perched on an ass, or 

on lh€^ pole of a 
gaudy l>ullock - c;art 
lH*sitle the driver, 
easte-inarked on the 
forc'htad witli great 
care, linir [mrttnl and 
oiIcmI, eyebrows 
painted over 
with lieiina, 
and clothes 
generally 
spangleil 
with tin* 
set But 
b e f <1 r e 
the dim- 
inistiiiig 
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absorbed in the trafl'H-, some othcMr drilling 
atom will come aluiig. The bfurAi/i, {MribaiM, 
docked in i>efteock feathers and fantastie 
wth a turretod enp on his htvid, will pmh 
towards the candago prcM-laiming a most wn- 
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spitiitml appetite, which his vowh bind him 
to ignore. Or a Ibijput hortieman will cause 
a stir as ho forges tiirough the crowd, sitting 
straight in his saddle, so rnarkcsl an aris- 
tocrat that his dignity derives nothing from 
the group of retainers running evenly behind 
with drawn swords. 

On the pav<‘nient one s<>es agiiin and again 
a jinrticular type of Brahmin who never seems 
vaguely abstmctol. us many do, but moves 
about as if he w(>re appraising si>mething 
deflnite. His Ismt is clearly more* academic, 
than spiritual, and his s|MS‘ial style of dignity 
recalls illustrations of Shakcs|>enre’s Venetian 
plays. Of such a type is th<* Maharaja’s astron- 
omer, wito showed me over the ObHt*r\'atory, 
explaining the instruments of Jt*y Hiugh II. 
(1718-S4X lately restortsl {M^rtly thnmgli his 
aid. xis tie oxhibitinl the gnomon, yantras, 
aiAS merHlional wall, strange wortls like 
“equator," “declination." “azimuth" M'nitered 
oddly in his sjKMH'h, a high-flown Hindi, some- 
times attracted mo to the too tei'hnical matter 
in hand ; hut most of the time I waa only 
(Minacious of enjoying a rather antique ex- 
perience, and thinking how this or that artist 
ought to come £ast to catch for bis canvas 
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this iiiifuitiibly precise and »<uirlet-coated old 
sage by my side. 

Thronged as the strec'ts are with foot- 
passengers, one sees inorc^ mounted men in 
Jaipur than in most cities, t/ainols, horses, 
elephants, and donkeys crowd the baxiMirs, 
and the square Ixdiind the palace whore the 
Maharaja’s elephants are wat(*red is a sight 
worth seeing. The earth-coloured camels step 
fastidiously to the well where th<^ water is 
drawn for them, which they drink with the 
mincing propriety i)f an old maid, sipjdng it 
as if with reluctance induced to drink such 
stuff, and between Hi[)s lifting up tiudr heads 
from the leathern vessels to gaze side-w^ays 
at something <dse, as if they were the most 
dainty creatures in the world instead of being 
altogether uncouth an<l abnormal. The camel 
aping the parochial old lady with pruyer-lKiok 
and bugles is ptn’emnally amusing, hut in 
deportment he yields to the elephant, an 
anachronism which no custom ciut stnle* This 
Maharaja’s iM^asts have their foreheads ajid 
tinnks paintefl over with designs in red, green, 
and gold. The lttrjt**st I saw, a mountain of 
embodied sobriety, Wlongetl to the fighting 
stud. Ue was leturuiug to the city with a load 
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of neem braiiches like a huge walking arcade, 
when he etopped at the well fur hin draught 
and fell into a reverie whieh the inahoui waa 
too considerate to disturb. What his thoughts 
and dreams can have been Heaven only knows, 
but if the eye is any index to wisdom one can 
imagine him contemplating the more abstract 
of the philosophies. Beside him a Diogenes 
might have a[)peJirod hysteriwil. As he stood 
there with his untidy trousered legs, for aU 
the world like the iiyjainas of a Gennan store- 
kec|>er I knew at ('hantalMiun, his huge un- 
wieldy Inxly, enormous mangy ears, minute, 
tolerant, humorous eyes, provoking awe and 
hiugbter, I felt for tin* hundrt'dth time in my 
life that the beast was a revelation, and that 
no amount of accpiaintance could make him 
appear common or familiar. 

Aftei a month of citi{>s and hotels, if one 
has nnf open-air instincts, there is sure to come 
a craving for a few ilays of natural Indio. 
First the wearisome ti'oop of guides, touts, 
and boxw'allahs prepare i>ne for an exodus, 
then some evening a long drive into the 
untamed desert lieyoiid the city w'alls will 
make it a necessity. This is the time for 
shikar. Small -game shooting is goml nearly 
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everywhere, and ideal days may be spent on 
the large jhils which are crowded with wild- 
fow'l, or in the sandy scrub jungle where one 
may kick up luin? and partridge every few 
yards. Then being in a strange country, it is 

natural to wish to take home a head or two 

« 

of unfarailiar fauna. Bla<tk buck and chinkara 
are more or less abundant all over Kajputana, 
and in pursuit of them one can often get into 
closer touch with the pwple. and Hnd excuses 
for |H!uetruting int4> many delightful hidden 
places. I will not earn the odium of Residents 
or district oflficial.s by giving away any parti* 
cular locality. 

One is left, perhaps, at some miniatui*e “ local 
station,” whei-e there i.s no tdmrk and only one 
train a day : the staff ;ip|Mirently wnsists of 
a single clerk on a stool in a little sited about 
the size of a P. & O. cabin, and a dreainy-looking 
person in a kind <»f faded uniform jvlwJ watkfi 
about the platform lottkiiig like a {lolieemiUk* 
By the wire fence two camels are knoidillE* 
sent by the neai-est village hakim, and thmv 
is generally mane straight bui'd-bitten Jill|{»nt 
standing by his bdrse, appointed as guide by 
the ItHi&l chief. It is not oasy for » stjnngef* 
to detenuijie this man's status. The canid* 
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"driver will prolmbly addrcuis him out of 
oourtesy ae Thukur Sahib, but hia extreme 
tliiimess givea one the idea that be ia atinted 
in food; hia clothea and ac(;outrcmienta are 
poor, and the parclied dfww^rt all round explaina 
it. T(?t the thought ia aure to croaa one’a mind 

a 

several timea during the day that it will be 
difficult t4) induce him to aciu^pt a present at 
imrting. 

A particular day I have in mind waa in a 
district where the Tliakura ahcx>t rt»gularly, 
and game ia conacHiuently niurh niort^ ahy than 
in States where it ia preaervotl. Here when 
anything ia to bo dune the camel and the 
aboriginal Bhil are called upon to help, Ireing 
of all crouturea the moat inurt*d to dearth. 
1 had both witli me: the Bhila atixale in the 
wake of the rnniela and <Iid nut fall Whind. 
though they ran swiftly to the top of kuoUa 
to left and right and aciarehed the horixon 
for a herd. They were naked exct'pt for the 
loin*«loth, and apjmrently aa tough os leather. 
For stalking, the camela were a diaappoint- 
ment, since the nnteIo|H\ w’hen we came on a 
herd, looktMl at them with unnaturat ariapicion. 
Only once before uwm did w'c get within two 
hundred yards of them, though we followed 
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patiently without any hontile sign, until I was 
tempted to take a shot IVoin the saddle and 
missed. 

At midday in late March tJu^ sun is blister- 
ing, and when tlie lierd has taken fright and 
become merged in tlie dead d/r bushes at the 
foot of the distiuit hill, hope for a moiaeiit is 
low, and the driver will urge his camel to a 
green patch beside a w^ell that marks a clump 
of trees and an acre of irrigated land. Here 
there is sure to be a sheltiu* on a mound, and 
a machan high in a netau or tamarind tree 
where little boys sit up 4it night ti) frightiai 
the beasts from the corn. A t)air of gentle- 
eyed cows revolve slowly to tlu^ drowsy moan 
of the well-whetd, which is musical 4ind mon- 
otonou-s, and in harmony with one's tijoixl. 
As the wdirel revolves the wat<*r falls con- 
tinuously into a trough from the buckets, luid 
trickles into a field of i>oppies, whose Vhite 
and purple heads make an extpiisite show on 
the dun plain. 

The place is asleep. Tlie serious, patient 
cows, the veiloil woman in a dark-r«wl mrhi, 
the aged cultivator* and his goat, the still 
poppies, seem to be piirt of some nU\ and 
the drone of the wdieel is an itK^niation. All 
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are the niinisterK of eleep. The camel kneels 
reluctantly, sniffs at the water and refuses 
it with hauteur, stiffens a sinuous neck and 
relapses into di’t^iiiis. The two wild -eyed, 
starved -looking Biiils make a stir among the 

trees and detach a handful of sour green 

« 

borrie», then yield to the mcKKl of the pla<fe. 

I hold out meat and bread and ehee«e and 
eggB, but they shake the head Htolidly. 
Though not llinduH, they have a tradition of 
gome kind, vague an their own origin, hut 
indwtriietibhn 8o oiit^ giiikg ba<'k inertly into 
the gluide with the wnse that one in in a 
land of idealg wdierc the spirit i» of more 
a<^unt than the llenh. 

After an hour of thin piviee one rememlnTg 
tliiit there i« gomething to 1 k‘ done. The 
Englishman ig not wdiolly material ; and it i« 
the right of the riHe leaning agaiiiKt the tree 

tllat eliaUengeg liig ideal, giieh a« it ig, — a 

* 

moi'o iUogi<*4il one, tK>rhupK, than tho Bhils', 
but one which, when weighed against his, 
may help to adjust tho Iwilnnco. Ft>r in both 
the tradition is scjine agency of the mind 
guiding the physical part to a renunciation 
which is uniuteliigible to the other. 

As the Englishman moves with |>aiu. stiffens 
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his knees, straighteiiH his hack, and lifts him- 
self from the gTOund, the spirit of humour 
that seems to reside in Evolution must smile 
grimly; for it is part of the injustice of his 
plan in its present stage that the llhil should 
sufiFer through his own id<^als and the English- 
man's too. 

Stiff, dry, parched, and sliriv'ellcd with the 
heat, the Englishman projects himself from 
the scanty hit of shade into tlie sun. The 
camel is roused and bubbles incoberimt pro- 
tests; the two libils obey dumbly; the Hhikiirt 
stretches himself with a resigiuHl smile; the 
horse respimds perfunctorily with a last 
attempt to carry <iff in his teeth a heap of 
half- dead leaves. But there is not a sign 
anywhere of the hi^ast whose c^xistence lias 
brought this odd assembly together, and them 
docs not seem any reason why ones camel 
should be impelled to one point of Ihe 
more than another. lk?yond the villager thisre 
is nothing but baked enitli, lamit through, 
one feels sure, deejKU' than wells are 
The refra<*tion from the r<M;ky surfay^r biirne 
upward till one fe^els as if one could #«trik0 
sparks by the friction of kluiJki agaiiuit the 
skin- 
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Only three milee off in a clump of trees is 
the station where one meets the evening train. 
Against the magnetism of this rest and shade 
one needs faith and a wholesome disgust at 
failure. A blank day and the sense of having 
given in is not to Iw tluiuglit of after coming 
sixty miles for a purjwse. Monwvei’, that 
tnidition must be vindicated in the sight of 
the Ilajput and the Bhils. A single hemi will 
lie enough if it measures decently, and it will 
hang on the wall IkHwccii the che<*tal and 
the serow. Then one masl not go black-buck 
shooting again : it is potjr spoii. .At this 
stage of despfmdency it is well t<» ns-all tUiys 
when hope was even lower, whii-h shine iu 
the memory through a golden chan<*e at the 
cltwe. There wjis the anteloin? which was 
provoked to a duel with another buck, in 
which his ^ngilance was for the time avertetl; 
the chcetal that was playing with a jackal in 
ah uiHixpected nullah ; the chinknni that stood 
on a sand-dune against the skyline, and was 
shot from the tonga as t>nt^ drt)ve home after 
nine hours’ fruitless stalking in the sun. 

It must have Ixsen three when we saw a 
large Iniwi ahead, and I slid dowti from the 
camel determined that such good cover must 
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not be wasted even if I had to stalk vacancy. 
I crept up to the bnnd, and peei)ing over it 
saw that iny instinct was true. A buck was 
standing beyond perfectly unconcerned, offer- 
ing a straightforward broadside shot at 120 
yards. The bullet hit him in the windpipe, 
and ho fell almost without a twitch. The 
horns measured 21 inches. Tlien a few mc»- 
ments aftei'W'anls wo marked another (‘liter a 
patch of scrub, and I got him with a running 
shot at SO yai'ds. 

When one’s bulh't has gone home, it is a 
good time to light on(‘’s pi[)e som<‘wh(‘r«‘ under 
the shade of a neem-tive. bask in tin? dry heat 
which is no longer obnoxious, think of the 
silk-hatted, season -ticketed mob jostling on© 
another at Charing Cross and Waterloo, thank 
God that one is not compelled to b© on© of 
these, and generally give rein to the sens© of 
expansion and the purging of humoars whkdi 
solitude and tlu? wildi'iness irispiix?. 

When we tum(*4 towards the railway, the 
camel even seemed more interested in life. 
His gurglings iMicaine more musical, and ho 
condescended to pluck a prickly teiude, and 
swung his head into the iMiughs of a ttMk- 
tree to detach a scarlet blossom. The sliikaH 
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ceased to be merely passive, and began to 
make detours and wheel his horse into the 
low scrub, holding his muzzle -loading rifle, 
cliarg€Ml with buckshot, acrross the l>east’8 
withers, ready to despatch the hare as he 
ran out. 

Then raiiie the partiiifi^, a eoinplieated mo- 
ment, It in always a delicate matter to tip 
a llajpiit, but famine -ntricken nature of 
the country where' one hIuhiIh in likely to 
t^anpt a H|H>rtj<innti to i^rsint. But let it not 
tti n village or any phu'i' where oiie’n proud 
eH<*ort may Imj olinerved, or he will go with- 
out niirard for hin dayV toil, IN^rhapn l^cdiind 
Home iTe 0 one may get tlu* chanei' of placing 
the gift in hi« hand. Tlum erntdianiHe the 
friendlineHH the man in nure t4> innpiiv. While 
he protifmtB and HityH in liin kimlly hospitable 
way that the pU*aHure of the day ha« Imui 
Ida* {ierba^>H if one turnn round Huddcmly and 
maken Home nuiiark alnjut the camel there m 
a ehiince that he may forget the money in 
luH palm and the matter of accepting it. Or a 
IMirtieulfirly martial Hiilaam fnmi the Ktigliah- 
man when no one in looking may elicit a like 
responm^ and a coiiHidemto eomp!itin«M?. The 
favour will Ih* hia. 
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My reminiBcences are of the poorest, and 
incidentally the proudest, soil in Rajputana. 
I have hetird that there ai'e districts where 
the Rajput is like other men ; in Mewar he 
certainly is not. The Maharann is a survival 
of an old order, and his subjects seem to 
mirror, in a fainter degree, his chivalr 5 \ Ills 
palace at Tdaipur fills the cup of the valley. 
The city is imthing but a group of houses 
clustered rouml it, so that looking df>w^l at 
it from the surrounding hills f>ne sees only 
the palace by tlie lak«s a fortress secuifMl in 
old times by a gaunt wedge of mountains 
from physical invasion, just ns it is secuml 
to-day by the Maharana against the ini'otuls 
of moi’o subversiv<‘ foi-ces. I’daipur is the 
stronghold of conser\’atism. It is inspired 
with a tradition. Entering it is like coining 
upon a deta<‘he<l survival of old Greece, where 
some hard-bitten Theban or Spartan^tock have 
held out stoutly against cliauge, and clung to 
the old stiindards. Tlier»* is even something 
of the right spe<‘tacular element, though too 
luxurious, in the bright islanded lake among 
the hills, the marble palm‘6 stretching flown 
to it, the liajput mvalier on tlio embankment 
with his curved sword, and the file of Mar> 
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wari ladies desi^ending to the ghiit with a 
gubdtied ehatteriiig. piteher on head, ample- 
bosomed, and eroet as Syrinx, and wearing a 
thin clinging whift embroidered with »ilver. 

On the lake there are no boats save the 
Ma}iaranaB state barge, and some Bmaller 
craft l>elonging to him moored by it. I askml 
the reason, though I knew instinctively that 
iKiating was a royal prerogative. Tlie wide 
sjullesH lake confirms all one feels on enter- 
ing the gates — that one is in the orbit of a 
despotism, wliicli, judging by what one knows 
of other parts of the East, is the l>est kind 
of rule for the Asiatic, providcnl that the prin- 
ciple of it is clannish. For the highest and 
' lowest tyi>es of suhj«*cts are the pnalucts of 
the dasiJMit, — tin* clansmen whose chiefs have 
existed to kwp the clan intact and pres€?rve 
its prestige, as well as the tribes who are 
slavish by exphiitation. In Mewar the 
influenct? of tradition is so jM*rvasivo that a 
cjertain pride and independence seem to have 
filtered through to the lowest classes, permc*- 
aling to the Uhil and other folk who cannot 
lK>ast Hajput blotHl. I was not surprised that 
most of the MaharaiiH^s servants refusiMl tips, 
but when a poor villager would not taka any 


i> 
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largess for bringing mo water from a distane©, 
saying that ho was pleased enough if he had 
hebn able to help mo in any way, I felt there 
was something distinct in the air. Even as I 
first drove through the city gates I noticed 
spirit in the flick of the whip my little tonga 
boy aimed at an obstructive goat, cr>dng, 
*‘Bagal, bakri, bakri — “ (ioat, goat, get out 
of the way,” — and a stxirdy independence in 
the salutation of a Mahoiiiedan fakir, who 
lK>wed me in with friendly mockery, and was 
the only lieggar I saw in rdaipur. 

As for the Rajputs tlioinselves, they have 
reason to Ik* [>roud. Thi*ir pnde is of the 
clan: their chief is of themHclves. He is the 
head of the oldest family in India, and can 
trace his descent direct to K^ima, and thence 
fabulously to the sun. His is the only royal 
Hindu family that has never given a dpughtcr 
in marriage to the Moghuls. Thb humhleat 
Rajput can l>oast that he Hn<l his chief mm 
the descendants of (*oiumon aiujestorn* Who 
rode out on crusades fmni these same hitls to 
drive the barbarian out of (iya, and in alter 
years, urith wavering Hmmm but uimbakefi 
courage, opposed their small army againat tho 
resources of an empire. ‘'There m net a 
village/' says Tod, that has not |iM| l|h| 
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Thermopylee, and scarcely a 

city thiit has not produced MS. 

itii Leonidas/* And however TO g^ H jp 

much the liajput bards are mSoBik. 

given to additions/* tlie 

wjiole history of the country 

testifies to a splendid ethical 

ideal, which must have had 

its practical effect on the 

national character. 

Tod, from whom wo derive 
dirmdly or iiidinM?tly nearly 
all we know alxiui the his- 
tory of Unjpu^^^ 

better 

Tki Tim^^r 0f 

class of 

t^jput mre csiually iiiipressed. In lUhiipttr I 



52 THE MANTLE OF THE BAST- 


met an old resident (not Re»ideiit) who is 
credited with being received more intimately 
among the Rajput families than any foreigner 
has l>een since the days of Tod. In half an 
hour he gave me more instances of chivalry, 
rt^finement. and sensibility among these j>eopJe 
than I could hav(‘ come across in twice the 
time in the annals of tlioir historian. I left 
him with my head full of pi(‘turescjue feudal 
s<*enes. He descuilwl the impressive cere- 
mony of a Thakur's initiation when lu‘ comes 
of age and solemnly makes a prt^sent of all 
his possessions to the Maharana, wiio returns 
them, and at the same time invests his sub- 
ject w^ith the sword; and more iinpresirive, 
the jounu'y of the Maharana to Eklin^, 
where every moon, in tin* capiicity of Hiva 
Dewan-ji, Siva’s arch-i)riest. he receives the 
holy fire frt*iii the lirahinins, and performs 
the eeremony of art hi, passing it mfven timeii 
round the imago of Shiv. For the Maharana 
is the spiritual as well as the temporal band 
of his peojde. 

The common j>eople seldom comi^ eon* 

ft 

tact with him, nave when h«» paswfw lilong tb© 
road by the lake; and Uiey huddle into the 
rocks or among tiie Babul trcen, and make 
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deep olieinauee m his splendid cm*Uge sweeps 
by. First a score of lancers riding like cen- 
taui*Sf then the l^resence, then the Court — men 
who would l>e kings elsewhere — in carriages 
drawn by four horses. Then more lancers. 
The Simliorn, iiKa<lent4illy king and hierarch, 
sits in his carriage like an image of Karti- 
keyya, God of War, as unconscious of all this 
homage as is his first parent of the devotional 
glow which suffuses at his passing the red and 
purple hills of K^ijasthnn. 

''rhe Maharaiin*H feuilal C4aiservatism is so 
tempeixal with Is'iievoleiice that he is a much 
privileged ruler, and his authority is the cause 
of no anxious ivs[M>nsibilities to the Hritish 
(loviamnent. It is true he was not easily 
persuaded that liis State would Iwneflt by a 
railway ; but in this riin* instance in which he 
hesitaUsI to fall in with the wishes of the 
Itiij, thf» iweiit iimde his s<Tuples np[a^ar well- 
founded, for plague cjinie with the {lernianent 
way. 

Few such types of the uma>nit)roniising old 
sch€K>l rtanain, but the new order pmmisea 
well. At the Mayo College, Ajmen^, c€»rtain 
crusted solar influences are Indiig expos<?d to 
the solveut of Western ideals, while certain 
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natural affinities are being given free play. 
To the casual visitor the affinities are the 
more striking, for the result of the exix^ri- 
ment> externally at least, is the kind of boy 
one meets with at a school like Eton — a 
youth whose composition exhibits an attract- 
ive balance of swagger and mod4\st ingonuous- 
ness, and whose inherited traditions sit lightly 
on him, and are incapable of formula. The 
old style is ridden by the authority that resides 
in him; but at Ajinere infants of preternatural 
gravity are e^irly relieved of the burden of 
self-importance, (^aught in the mill, and gently 
huirianised. Five houiV work a-tlay and jdenty 
of riding and cricket are not conducive to 
vapoui'H. Tlie boys g4> t4> IhhI tired and get 

up early, and the routine of the classae k 

* 

alleviated by such U»xt-bookH as ‘ The Prisoner 
of Zenda ’ and ‘ Rupert of Hentzau,’ which im- 
part chivalrous ideas and the best Kuglish 
idiom at the same time. At Ajmere a boy is 
popular for iKjing “a sportsman ” in the col- 
loquial English senst> of the word, which im- 
plies a kind of moral and physical expansive- 
uess. Othei- claims* to distinction are little 
regarded. A young chief, and future ruler of 
millions, was pointed out to me os “u rotter,” 



—he ehirk^ games. Th<} political scope of a 
ooUege like this needs no exposition. 

The first thing one notices about the place 
is that it has a tone. One drives up on a 
cricket day to the enclosure within the grounds, 
where one finds a group of the elder boys wait- 
ing to receive visitors. One of these youths 
will come forward and show you the way to 
the pavilion, and talk naturally about the game. 
You are struck with his accent. “Who's in?" 
you ask. 

“They are. We declart»d at two hundrcsl, 
one wicket down. Tin* wore? They’re ninety 
something for eight wickets. I think they are 
a bit shaken up with the journey." 

Tilts was tke actual state of the game when 
I arrived to see Mayo playing a rival chiefs' 
college. In a few minutes the last two ivickets 
fell, when there wjis a rush on to the ground 
to play tip-and-run, in which niemliers of both 
teams joined, though they had been batting 
and fielding all day in the sun. Where was 
the apathy one nssocaates wdth the upper 
classes in India ? One saw it in a few faces in 
the pavilion too stubbornly indurated to yield 
to any solvent; but it was not the general 
tone. One was struck by the colour and 



all rmmA. Hie eostiaiid df lilikfitf 
iitid spectators alike consisted of white pantfitr 
IcNins, after the fashion of Jodlipnr rkling* 
breeches; turban tied aecoi*ding to the sept, 
Gehlote, Rahtore, Chohan, &<%, whatever it 
might be; and the stripped jHinehranga blmter 
of the Rajputs, the five <*oloui>i of the sun. 
The blazer alone was British, and the colour 
of that wm luitional : only the ch»an t^induit 
Street ^‘ut of it stocnl for the direction given 
to a pre-existing bias So the (lrt*ss seemed 
to me to hymliolise nicely tlu* prmluct of 
Ajniere ; for the boys are not hybrids, but if 
uii> thing the more Kajimt for tlie subtle and 
unconscious atfining and rtdining process wdiich 
must n\sult from exp(‘riments of the kind. 

My host deputed X., a young man of <^ohy 
origin, to show me ov<*r the college and 
grounds. The House systcuii is of 
essential, for tlu» Mayo b<iys ari* nyt «fil Raj- 
puts, nor are they all Hindus. Tht* buildings 
are detached at brmul intervals i;n*»r a wcill- 
kept ground, reclaimed fmm bawtiiiess by 
the lalmriouH appii(^atioii of well watc«r. The 
rooms are clean and ru*a(,aud in most of Hieni 
the walls are hung with «portiiig troplitm. We 
fell to discussing them, and a satnbhur hciMl 


tami-I til#' to ini » 

telling til® yomg JB 

mnt with iMSfwwi tl»® Hire ^ N y** yiA "•■ 
pri8®«l aw by dmmiUng ti» «toi# ^ tt*' ttotol 
«„d lUfferentintliiir ** hMT *»«*• 

H 0 nn0*t0d ih^ litiilll^^ 

• 

‘*r>rf| inrhtMi. It w»0 tlitfi ttf Wfciil^^ 

1 think *^111 Hikkitii* 1 II llicilt 

It MV In Wtmir 

Pr<^nitly %vo Iiim rcK)iii, ami ho tocik 

down Mr itowlanci Ward*w fiiHi'inatiii^ lKx>k 
from hiH nhelf, foiiiul the iK^ant, illuHtmUHl 
with hiH flngor again how tho two brow 
antlon* Ijont downwards on oither side, and 
proved that hin imMiaunamoitK woix^ eormd. 
Ill tho Yiiargiii o[){>o!»ito the pietuix* ho had 
written, ' I Hhoiild love to nluMd 4 >ne.” 

I had never in ton yoai*H of tho Kiint come 
aeriHM kny^one ho refrtwhingly iinoriental. Tho 
acetiraey, tho onthuHiiiHm, tho inton>Ht in wiki 
things for their own nake. apart from any jhw- 
Hotifd vanity in the dixitruotion of them; the 
frank admission that he had nevor nliot a tiger, 
hut that ho moant to, upaet all my idoiia of 
Hindu youth, dcwivixl from a fairly oIohc* ae* 
<tuaintanee wdtli them, and I wonclerad how 
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much was due to Ajmer©. A few minutes later 
we got mixed up with another group of visitors, 
and a pompous old gentleman from Bengal, 
who was very much impressed with X.'s rank, 
embarrassed us all by trying to squeeze his 
portliness against the wall in order to let 
him pass. X.’s airy “Oli, go ahead, please," 
“Please go ahead, sir," was as English as 
any one could wish. It ilissipateil (»ne’8 fore- 
bodings of ultimate incompatibility. Mayo, 
no doubt, had something to do with it, but 
the influence was merely the direction given 
to innjite good -breeding. 

I spent one of my last nights in liajputana 
at Chiton?, where the ancestors of X. foil in 
defence of their country and faith. This hu^ 
rib of rock ri.se.s abruptly from the plain and 
stretches huigue to east ami west. The 
summit is hattlomented, and approached 1^ a 
great cau.seway zigzagging up the ^p<?e*of the 
hill and passing under s<>ven massive gatewaya. 
No roiid on earth has been so steoiXMl in blood. 

Swinging up the nuMmlit path in a howdah. 
it is imimssible not to feel that the place has 
its genius. The ghosts of jiten who have Icnred 
a plot of earth with any pftssioii must returii 
there; the sentinels are still at the gate, the 
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guards in . the courtyard, the dismounted 
cavalry line the ramparts. Or if the silent- 
footed bands of the loyal are not severally 
here, their sacrifice has at least perpetuated 
the ideal that inspired their devotion, so that 
the place where they fell can never be com- 
mon ground ; the spirit of the race is gathered 
into the stones, and hangs over the deserted 
fortress like im exhalation. The appeal of the 
past is so immanent that no true Ihgput of 
the king’s hlootl can dwell in Chitore a night; 
nor were the princtw allowed to visit it. 

Yoiua after the city was smrked by Akbar, 
8ugraji, an aposUite of the rac«s sold himself 
to the Moguls, and was installed in the ruins 
while bis kinsmen held out in the neighbour- 
ing mountains. But the mute eloquence of 
the stones consecrated by his ancestors’ blood 
wore a«’ay a heart, hardened against chiv- 
alrous Instincts: ho was oaten with remorse, 
ai^ restored the old capital to his people. 
To-day even the ruins of Chitore bring tears 
to the eyes of beardeil horsemen as they go 
over the ground and recount the old story. 

l%eir fathers held the rock as stubbornly 
as mmi will hold to a principle. Three times 
the flower of the ratna w'ere annihilated in 
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its defence, and each time a now breed suc- 
ceeded them to win it back, while the sur- 
vivors of the sack held to their mountain 

i 

fastnesses, laid waste their own rich landiJi 
so that they could not harbour a foe, and 
swore oaths, and kept them, to sleep only on 
straw till their citadel was restored. Time 
and fidelity to an ideal always restored it. 

The raw of Me war had held ('hi tore close 
on six centuries, when it fell before^ Alla-oo- 
Din. In the first struggle thi* chivalry of the 
day held back the Moslem honU^s, while their 
liana, who had been trt>acherously <le(H>ycHl 
into the enemy's camp, and Pudmini, the 
Helen of the occasion, escapiul back into the 
fortre^ss. The event had more than one rem- 
iniscence of Troy, for the bravi‘H who pro- 
tected the flight of tlu^ qiiemi wtu'e t^oiiveyed 
into AIla-oo-Din’s camp in the palanquins of 
her maids of honour, whence they emerged 
bristling with armour, as did their prototypes 
of Ilium, though in a rnoie reckloHs encounter. 

In the next investment, when the Mosleni 
had recruited his strength, th«^ Rajputs, who 
had no new st^ick io draw' fnmi, were over- 
whelmcHl. Twelve priiicf^s of Mewar first 
devoted themselves to save the house* ^ — for 
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the sacrifice was demanded by the guardian 
of the rock if the line was to be continued 
, — then the women, led by Pudmini and 
the princesses, passed into an underground 
sepulchre of flame preparetl for their tuthcs: 
thoysands of them were consumeil. The stoiy 
is confirmed by the Moslem chronicles, nor is 
it likely that any of them would have sur- 
vivcnl to dishtmour. Tlie Hana and his clans- 
men put on their saffron rolws, the national 
sign of comltnt a Fouf ranee, and, throwing 
open the gates, chargtHl into Alla - - Din’s 

host, and fell as they clove a path through 
the foes ; but the heir escapisl — so much wjis 
purchnsetl of the deity — into the hills, whose 
cavtsB Imve alw'uys Ijoen a womb of ndribution 
to the invader, holding some hidden offspring 
of the sept guarded tenderly among the wild 
creatuws, and destined to nvinimnte the race 
nud rostonf the tfodi to Chi tore. 

After a lapse of years the Mewar house 
returned to the capital, and held it until the 
invasion of iBahadur of Malwa (btOfl). when the 
Rajputs were again overwhelmed. The same 
princely sacrifice w'ns demandcHl and made, 
the same reckless sortie of the clan and holo- 
caust of women. Again an heir eseap<*d, and 
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the invader entered a city tenanted only by 
the dead. 

A ceutuiy passed and Akbar’s camp was, 
spread before Chitore. Hemmeti in and out- 
numbered by thousands, there was no hope 
of survival. The walls were breached, by 
mines and artillery, and the Moghul trenches 
crept up the hill. The Kaji)uts repeatetl their 
deliliernto immolation. It was a spectacle 
tradition demande<l of them, and it might 
have IxMui pre<Iicte<l as infallibly as the rej)ort 
coming nft<‘r the flash of a gun, or the reply 
of provoked honour. The royal uml>rella 
swaying to and fro marked the devastating 
path of the chief, ere he was submerged and 
oxtingui.sla'd in the host, as an «ldy is drawn 
into a whirlj)Ool. Many of the women fought 
beside their huslmnds and s<ms, preferring 
the sword to the flame ; and their ^ooumge 
was celebrated by the pen of Alfhar, whodo 
testimony to the spirit of the race doea not 
fall short- of the metsl of the Kajput barda. 
He even caused nionunients of the borooii 
Jeimul and I'utta to be raistHl on each side 
of the miun entrance -gate to the palaee at 
Delhi Akliar's generous testimony provfNi 
that the Rajput chronieles are no empty boaat» 
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and indii*ectly it makes their legends of an 
eiu'lier date appear more credible; for it is 
, not likely that these men’s forefathers, who, 
if anything, were more inured to war, were 
less courageous. 

Xhe history of Chitoro is the epitome of the 
histoiy' of liajputann and of Hindu chivalry. 
Every one who has a chance should spend a 
day and night there, but he should first rend 
•The Annals of Uajasthnn.’ Then he wnll lie 
able to set’ Akbar's great lasacon, and his eamp- 
flref strettihing ten miles lH*fore the doomed 
fortress, and to ltK*k layond into the “lamp- 
less” valleys iMM>pled with the dead. On a 
still moonlight night a pence invests Chitore 
snch as only brtMjds over st-ienes where groitt 
issues have be«»n fought, {mssious roused and 
stilled, and a eauwi given its eternal quietus, — 
the pf^e that is only consummated by a sense 
*li|it every' generous I’csource has l>een tried 
and exlianstsMl. 
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An expedition is a goldi'ii (iel<l over which 
memory soars like a hawk in a luxury of sun- 

shifu*. Folded 
valleys, burning 
sand, glittering 
[)innaeh*« of 
snow, give way 
and Hucf^wd like 
fh?eting cloud- 
shadiiwH , riftod 
with Huniitiidiaft# 
on un •April day; 
find memory 
Hufitfi overhead 
drenmilj' ab* 
sorbi'd in the 
' ’ ■ pfigennt until she 

piteheH hawklike on Home otHMHii*e nook with 
a RpontaneouH folding of the wingH. 
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It is pleasant to sit on a mountain ledge 
amidst fragrant pine trees and to watch the 
kites sweeping over the valley, their shadows 
pursuing them across the grassy hummocks 
underneath, and to let one’s memory fly as 
ca]|riciously as they. Far away in the inter- 
stices of the hills under the snow are veins of 
green, the herdsmen’s grey houscis, a sequestered 
convent, strcaiks of pi]ri>lo woodland, veiled 
now in a luize but visitable to fowls of the 
air. So fobltnl away in the mind are the scenes 
of a journey which memory discovers again 
mth a wanton zest. 

Something of the ui»ex|)e<*tedness <»f travel 
is revivtxl in this luoutal vagabondage. For 
there is no telling whei'e one is going to alight. 
Tririul and memorable things lurk and emerge 
whimsically, and no impressimi of the physical 
journey^ is so faint that it may not Ik* revived. 
The mountliin pipit’s mwt discovered in a tuft- 
of grass at the ftmt of a glacier in a silent 
wilderness 17.1KK) feet nlwve the sea, the sprig 
of yellow poppy on a Imrren cliff, the wisp 
of the dead man’s hair sectking to disengage 
itself from the skull in a ghoulish eddy of 
wind, the delicate pink primula springing up 
betw€»en his bony Anger -joints clutching at 

K 
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the sod, the spotted insect rescued from one’s 
soup, the corpse’s incredulous face peeping from 
the sedges of the lake where one was watering 
one’s horse, the tom pieces of a friend’s letter 
floating down th4> sacred Kyi-cliii under the 
Potala, the wish that he could visualise it in 
St John’s Wood, the group of five mangled by 
a shell as they were sitting over their barley 
meal and their silly lieaked te^ipot that alone 
stood emct, — these things stand not on the 
order of their recurrence. 

At the beginning of the Tilxd Exiiedition a 
great frost lent its discipline to the troo|)s. 
We wem in wintor quarters irj,0(K) feet al)ove 
the sea or inarching lK*tweeii pt>stH with the 
transport columns. Icy gales swept down the 
valleys, frcn^zing the torrents and waterfalls, 
and we slept in our tents in a temperature of 
25 Ijelow zero, or in a massive dniughty 
fortress four stories high, half inrfiatiery half 
castle, in which the dirt of past agi^^s minglfM] 
with the smoke of the Yak -dung fire fwept 
gustily through the rrsmis all day. TfieiMu con- 
ditions lasted for three months and at infcerrak 
* 

afterwards, during whij-.b time provisions wore 
being poured into Pbari on yaks and mules 
and donkeys and ponies and the descendants 
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of every beast of burden that entered the ark. 
That was the first phase of the adventure, 
which is divided in the mind’s map into three 
parts. 

By the end of March the mission and its 
osooi*t weixj ready to advance, and no sooner 
had the force crossed tlie Taiij'la (1.5,(X)0 feet) 
and enttUH^d the inhospitable plateau than the 
Tilsitan army bungled into action with a half* 
lioartj'd olwtinacy that turntnl the affair into 
a campaign. 

This was the second phas<^ It l>egan in- 
glonously with the dismal affray at Guru, 
when we haid to <‘»it down in sc*lf - defence 
several hundrinl victims of HU]u>rstition who 
thought thfmiselves chnrnu*d against our 
buBoto and hurksl tliernsjdves on us with 
sw«irds and matchlcx-ks, disdaining palaver. 
It endetj wdth the operations at Gyantse and 
Ji© sionnihg of the Jong, which called for 
men of the same mettle as fought at Agin- 
court. For disparity of arms does not count 
for much when one is fighting in dark collars, 
W'inding alleys, and gloomy temple stairs 
where one may l>e covered from half a dozen 
%vindow8 at almost point-blank range. 

Then there was the historic march to 
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Lhasa, the opening of the gates of romance. 
For fifty days 91 British officers and 600 
warrant- and non -commissioned officers and 
men could take tlieir evening walk if they 
chose under the shadow of the Potola. The 
privilege wjia valued by few at the time, for 
to nine men out of ten romanc«», if it means 
anything at all, me<»iis only rejuoteness. To 
these Lhasji was like any other kind of prize, 
valuable in the difficulty of its atUiinment, 
but sjidly wanting as an accoinplisluHl fjiet. 
They will rememlK?r it gratefully as a dejHit 
ft>r candl«*s and matches and gritt)' Chinese 
cake, sold in crude wmshm lK>xes pasUnl over 
with rod dragon paper, and regretfully ns the 
camp where the par<‘el post di«I not come. But 
to one or two — and the nature of the enter- 
prise nssurcKl that men of the kind would be 
there — every breath of this rare air was 
realised as something to ho reineinbered in 
old age, no doubt “with advantages.” Would 
the curtain l>e dropped again? I remembm' 
wondering; Wf>uld Lliasn come to mean no 
more than Pekin or Leh. or would “ w© happy 
few” liecomo hisUmcal. of almcMit Idblioad 
interest, men who had seen beyond tho 
and e^me back to English fireddee with 
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picture# in aur mind# that would nwur tui> 
bidden in the homelieiit Burroundingti and 
traniifigure everything, our own and incom- 
municable? 1 hoped no one would ever go 
to Lhasa again. 

Our names tiro written in brass, so to speak, 
in that scriptural list. And somewhere in the 
archives are writUm the numbers of all the 
British and native non - commissioned officers 
and men, rank and file and followers, and 
even of the inuh*s and ponies that entered 
the lioly city. I>3t their names be inscribed, 
and the day they stiw' the Pot-ala shall “ gentle 
their cttnditioii." 

Th€» adventure w'ovc a tlirot?fold circle rt»und 
UH. In the first place, the scenic grandeur 
ttf the mattdi, btaioath earth’s very giants, — 
Kindienjunga, L'huintilari, Nichi-Kang-Sttng, — 
throu|^ sa-vogt' places, lawido the turquoise 
waters of* the Yain-dak Tso, w'as unsuritassed 
in sublimity. 

Then an extraordinary human interest 
attaches to those crags iuid pnH*ipii*e« and 
cloud -swept deserts. The lamasery, which 
hangs on the glacier -bitten cliff far romot'ed 
from warmth and fertility and sunshine, is 
inhabited by priests who ore cut off from 
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materialism and reason by the luisenHualiHing 
savagery of their surroundings. Hero they 
spend their lives in prayer and in an elal>- 
orate ritual which is the natural growth of 
the fierce, demon-haunted, elemental wildenu^ss 
in which they dwell. The beat of their tix^siii 
calling them to prayer echoes the storm blasts 
of their mountains ; the clanging of their 
discordant trumpets and con(»h- shells is the 
shriek of the spirits pent in their ravinc^s; 
the monotonous drone of the thousand bass 
voices lifted up as one is thc^ wail of the 
earth-demon seeking deliverance^ from the god 
of the upper air. Climb any mountain of 
their tableland, sit an hour alone Ix^side the 
grey choi’ten on the summit : grey clouds curl 
round and recede, revealing the tihinic work 
of the gods, in which tumbled chaos one is 
a shrivelled and attenuated atom. Cast off 

inherited instincts and the soul shrivels t 4 K> 

% 

and is cowed, the mere ehatud of the stiblinie. 
Strange energies are moving. The grey mist 
is gathering again and spread with unseen 
hands over the mountain, obBcuring earth and 
sky* One peers through the curt/iin; it is 
impenetrable as the hand that lifted it. One 
is alone, but spiritually encompassed. There 
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are voices in the mountain that are uncon- 
cerned, eyes in the mist that are unmoved by 
out plight. Insensibly one is oppressed with 
the sense of exclusion, the wish to be absorbed, 
lienee is the conception of Nirvana the pro- 
test of man against isolation when he feels 
th*ut no human effort can appease the malice 
of the unseen. 

On the mountain - top, then, these three 
niaU'rialiMitioiiH — the iinpla<-able rock, the veil 
of cloud, and the spiritualised substiiiice called 
man — are alone. After its futile ecstacy the 
spirit of the last is quelled and sinks into 
iiequiesccnce, knowing that the aspiration to 
Ik) intelligibly includt'd in the mysterious 
system of G<m 1 is vain. The physical and 
spiritual [Hvrts yield in a kind of fearful resig- 
nation. Hands are grt»ping on the ground, 
and in a Inood <if devoted abstraction a cairn 
is built. ,Stoue rises upon stone in vain pro- 
pitiation. Man has erected in the wilderness 
a symbol of his presence. He has uttei’ed a 
cry of loneliness to those heedless unappeas- 
able spirits of the air. 

It is oivsy to understand the superstitious 
awe of the Tibetans. Instead of spending an 
hour on the mountain-pass, spend a lifetime 
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there, and you will be subjugated by the pres* 
enee of a ruthless power, whose maiiifesta* 
tions, whether natural or supernatural, are 
capricious, inconsiderate, deinoniac^il. I tliink 
every one who went to Lhasa felt that if 
tliere were gnomes or genii anywhere on the 
earth it must l>e in those salvage wildemc’^sses, 
where every im*k and cavern is scored with 
superstitious oniblems. 

The Noijiiis, tlu^ gnomes of the |>ofikH and 
passes, wlio cause avalanches ami bmithe 
out the *‘la-druk/* the poison of tlu* [mihs, — 
mountain sicknoHs in our |>rosaic phrase. — have 
b€H3u seen by our picqiuds. 1 came on them 
once on the lonely Phembii wlau’e we 

rode one day on a rect)nnaissance from Idiasii 
and looked across the mouiitaiu-chain towards 
Tengri Nor, whither the Dalai l^uua laid fled 
on the grc^it northern roail to Mongolia* I 
heard a whistling aill and gr^y ftgure«i, 
unsubstantial as mist, hovering round itm 
behind the rocks, I am sure of it iiow, 
though a matter-of-fact subaltf^rn said at 
the time that they were voles and maiiaficitll* 
Anyhow the phic4^ Was baiinted* An hotir 
spent there left a deej* impressiati: a diiy 
and night would have unhinged maiertiiliiiitt. 



IN A GARDEN AT GYANT8E. 73 

I felt an itching of the wrist to grub up 
stoneii and build. 1 am sure that the most 
unimaginative man would have raised a 
pyramid of shale before dawn. 

But to live and die there and to know that 
one’s ghost must go forth alone amongst those 
others. — it is the dread of this that inspires 
Lamaism. 

In smooth pasture-lands, amidst sleek grazing 
cattle and the gentle revolution of the seasons, 
where crops are lush and silky and nature is 
kind, one can think of a smooth passage for 
the soul. But imagine the spirit tom from 
one in such a place, unsheltered by the body 
that housed it, a tender thing to Iw a prey to 
the malignant spirits. If this half-materialised 
world is haunt4xl. what terrors must lurk in 
the unseen! ll(»w the passage to a new birth 
must Ih. amhushtMl. What demons and furies 
are hirRirm; to snab'h the wml with tusks and 
claws and ilery talons. Kt> the Lamim drone 
their counter-s{N3lis, fnwcoo their walls with 
paintings of the unshriven and tormented 
wiuls in need of their prayers, while their 
frightened flock heap on every proto beranca 
of the earth emblems of propitiation. 

To penetrate into these scenes of spintual 
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adventure wan an experience worth a stnigglo. 
But as if there w ere not ix)rnanco enough in 
this remote and mysteriously-haunted land, 
tlie jealous prese?rve of modia'valism guarded* 
from inviision by the most imi>lacable barriers 
of nature and superstition, it fell to us to 
fight our w’^ay through it media*vally. War 
in such a theatre was the third of the ciindes 
that cmchantment w^ove round us. 

It was m>t the thunder of our cannon in 
the hills, the shcdling of crags H1,(KK) feet 
al)ove the sea, or tlu* rushing of (*avi»s alH>ve 
the glacier level, that om* likes to dwell on, 
for in the open the TilK'tans C4)uld not stand 
up to modern arms. But in their warrens 
and bolt-holes they fought doggedly under 
conditions that cancelled the advantages w© 
gained from quick-firing guns. 

Much of the fighting round (iyantsc? was W 
hot and lively as if we luul Ixh'u op{liiised by 
Dervishes and Zulus. L4>okiiig back CUi thwe 
encounters is like Ixdiig iarried away by a 
tale of Harrison Ainsworth or Dutiiaa. There 
w^as nothing mcKieni or c'onveiitional aWiit 
them. We fought tn cobbled allitys, age-warii 
keeps, and <x>uityards overgrown with nettles, 
and gave and took hard kno<*ks quite in the 
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approved fashion. Old chain annour was 
scattered about in heaps in every monastery, 
and oven slings and bows and arrows, and 
our only regret was that the Tiljetans w'ould 
not wtiar these trappings. But they did not 
disappoint us in other ways. The atmosphere 
wm pure Scott, for the iKH>ple had lK»en 
mleep for himdrodH of yearn, and wo were 
thrown back into fighting them in their own 
way. When we cronncHl their frontier we 
Hteppc'd into the middle agen. It whh not 
until we woke up in civilixatioii that we real- 
ised that we had npeiit one year of our livc^ 
in the HixtiNUith ccmtury, r€'mt*mlH*ring how 
they w^ould ciwp up to our wailn in a night 
attack, thruHi their iiiatclihK^kH through our 
loupholea, and hail uh at dawn with a nalvo. 
Then wliat deliglitful abaitdoii and diHix^gard 
of the rulea Mrim hIiowii in their habit of din- 
charging twenty (*nntion at any individiiiil 
who left the co%'er of our bi'Hiegetl camp by 
daylight. 

The iH^Bt part of the Tibi^i caitijaiigii (rtnn 
the Boldier'n point of vie%v wm the houae- 
fighting round (lyaiitw. At Falla iiieii hacked 
at one amither medifevally, and the TilM^taiiH 
rained jiugall buileta into the fnSMe from the 



76 THE MANTLE OP THE EAST. 


fort, careless whether they hit friend or foe. 
No maxim - tapping and long-range finding, 
but hot rushtw in the dark against steel, and^ 
amazing old blunderbusses eocktsl at the first 
man round the i-ornei*. No subaltern n<»od 
be asharntni of such a baptism. 

The assault often l>egan l)efore dawn. It 
was evens if the IMbetans were awake when 
the fuse wtis laid at the first gateway, but it 
was odds against the men in the courtyard 
when we broke in with our Nikhs and Ourkhoa 
through the breach. When the first house 
was rushed and its garrison kille<l or captured, 
wo had stiiTtJd up a hornet’s nest. Tibetans 
would be lining the roofs of the houses, which 
were parapeted with stsls and brush wimhI and 
prayer-wheels curtained with yak-hair. It was 
difficult to draw a bciad on thenj fi*«)iu the 
street, though there was generally some streteli 
of it they could cover, niul one had* to run the 
gauntlet through narrow alb'^’s or op<*n court- 
yards exposed to the fire of f>er8istent thoogli, 
it must be confessed, not very expert mal'ks> 
men. Still, the man who lit the fuse wail 
generally hit, or th*e man who stood by his 
side. 

Follow young Bn> wn for five minates in 
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hifl first experience of war. He has just been 
knocked down a ladder by a sword-cut across 
,the helmet, and Is scrambling up again, when 
a Sikh Suboder, catching his sleeve, points to 
the tip of a sword, a bare half inch projcxiiing 
beypnd the passage wall at the top. The two 
pause and confer in whispers. Then the Sikh 
creeps up a rung or two, holds his rifle at 
Jinn’s- hmgth, and fires round the comer. The 
sword falls, cIutchiHl by an inert hand. There 
is a m*mniblc Isdiind, and the two leap on to 
the landing. The passage is empty save for 
a heap on the floor. Shooting is going on In 
houses all rouml, but Brown and his knot of 
men — for throe more Sikhs, hearing the shot, 
have run in from the street to join him — have 
their <»wn immediate comer to clear. A few 
yards down the |>aHaage to the right are two 
doors. ^ There may be twenty or more men 
liohind them, perhaps only two or three. 
Brown stops and w'his|HirH again. He takes 
off his helmet and carries it in his left hand. 
At the sign his Sikhs doff their pugrees and 
follow bamheaded. Uncovering makes them 
look ruffianly. Then there is a self-conseious 
shuffling of feet, and half a helmet and four 
pugrees are poked tentatively beyond the 
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lintel of the door. The inaiueuvro draws the 
Tibetans fire. At the volley the adobe of 
the passage wall opposite the door falls in 
erumbliiig ruin, as if the place wore shelbni. 
The impact clouds the rmiin with dust. The 
Tibi^tans have fired their matchha^ks, and .art^ 
shot down t>r bayoneted as tliey rush on with 
swords. Brown is badly <?ut about the i*evolver 
hand ; Gurdit Singli has a ri<*o(‘het bullet in his 
tiiilf ; there is an ugly heap on thc^ floor ; and 
the house is taken. But before^ leaving some 
one notices the toe of a blue-and*rc‘d wmdien 
l>oot, with rope soles, protruding from a heap 
of grain in the corner. I am afraid Gurdit 
Singh's hhai uses his bayoiH*t while Bmwn’s 
back is turned. 

It wa.s all in the days work if a house had 
to be taken offhand without the aid of gun- 
cotton. In a corner of the same stree^ Smith 
finds himself with a tlozen of his mbn against 
a strongly barriciided house. Tbm^c* are no 
sappers to broach it, and men are firing 
through the door, His Gurkhas Iw^gin lioring 
with their bayonets at a weak s|K>fc in the 
wall, and as the breach widens fire into the 
house; a sword leaps out, and a Ourkha*s 
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right arm falls limp. He is a case for the 
ambulance. The wall is found to be too 
^strong, BO the sturdy little follows climb on 
one another’s shoulders to the roof and fire 
into the courtyard. The Tibetans reply, but 
tis their fire becomes more shaky and spas- 
modic, Smith and Thapa Mewa and nine of 
his company leap into the court and rush the 
house. In that m^Ue the little fellows will 
not shoot if they can help it. Kifles are well 
enough in tlieir place, but it is in the quick 
kukri thrust alone, and in the re«l spurt that 
leajts from it, that they re<'ogniKe the true 
and blissful moments of life. 

The house is taken, but other positions are 
held. Beyond it then' are more walls to be 
brea<'hed and courtyaitls to la* rushed, and we 
have tt> sap our way through the whole village 
or raon^tery as the c^ise may Ik*, By this 
tintie an explosive jmrty of Sikh Pioneers has 
joined Smith’s comiMuiy after wading through 
a mill-stream expostsl to a deadly flank fire of 
slings and stunts and rifle bullets, as well as 
the great jingall Iwlls which the TibeUuis in 
the Jt>ng have Ishui raining int4» the ail 

day. 



80 THE MANTLE OP THE EAST. 


The fuse is laid at the door of the next house. 
As it explotles a column of dust rises up en- 
veloping everything. Smith and his men close, 
in and rush into the cloud, half -choked and 
blinded. Right in the gateway Smith tollides 
with a burly Til»etan who is bolting out.. As 
tliey stagger from the iinp«ict Smith shoots 
his man with his revolver; he brains another 
w’ho is following cli>se liohind, and a third 
bolts into n granary, whence he is disinterred. 
Alt the rest of the Tilndans in the house have 
taken refuge in an upjM?r stori>y. and cut »lown 
the ladder whi«-h lejuls up to it from the 
courtyard. A havildar by Smith's side is shot 
through the head as he is sefircliing for a line 
of pursuit. Then ta^giiis a game of hide-and- 
seek. our men beneath firing into the upper 
verandah, the Tibt^tans alx>vo firing into the 
verandah of the courtyard, both parties^ciivling 
round and dcslging and ducking behind pillars, 
each man “pinking” whom he can, as quick 
and alert as a jumpy snip<>-shot. mid firing 
at a shadow. At last a ladd<«r is found, uid 
our men take up positions in the courtyard 
to cover the party thi»t scale it. The ftrat 
man comes down like a winged duck; the 
second falls on to the verandah wounded. 
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But it is enough. The Tibetans are drop- 
ping into the street beyond. Few of them 
escape. 

This kind of street- fighting was an almost 
daily experience with Smith and Brown for a 
couple of months in Tibet, but they are modest 
unostentatious boys, and their names do not 
appcMir in despatches. Yet it w’as hot work. 
On one or two occasions fifty per cent of 
the British officers engaged were killed or 
wounded. 

In the cojirtynrd Bmith meets Major Y., w’ho 
lifts up a nuiugle<i left haiitl with the thumb 
bunging loose and deep gash across the 
wrist. His fact^ is expandetl in a broad smile 
as he says with a slow drawl, “Isn't this 
funny?” a i*eiuHrk that voices a verj* common 
feeding when men's pulses beat slower after 
a fight. 

Thi’ee inenths afterwards we were bock in 
Gyantse. We had trodden many paths that 
had never been profaned liy the children of 
progress. We had been to Lhasa and achieved 
the iraposHible. The purlieus of that sacred 
city wore familiar to us. We had entertni the 
Jokhang, the h<»ly of holies, and beheld in 
those dim precincts the sublime image of the 

r 
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Maitreya, the Btiddha of the Hereafter, and 
gazed on the sacred vessels of gold and the 
jewelled relics that sparkled behind the grille.^ 
We had seen the white mice play alwut the 
feet of the Lamas of Palden Lhamo. We had 
circumambulated the Lingkor, groped our^way 
round the devil's altar at Kamoohe connected 
by an abj'smal cavern with hell, Jitt<»nded a 
commination service hehl by the sor<*eror9 of 
Moru, and we had signeil the treaty in the 
sacred palace of tin? earthly incarnation of 
Avalokiteswara, and we were (*oining Iwu-k 
just as a second winter was binding the high 
plateau in its glacis of ice. 

The Lhasa column had ent<*red (iyantae in 
the morning, and Iwen wcIcoiiuhI uproariously 
by the good fellows who had lKa?n left behind. 
For three months we hud lM*en nhort of tobaccio 
and all kinds of stores. Drink of course had 
been put out of mind, and a slice of cake 
dropped on the mess table might liave pro* 
voked a breach of the pem-a. But Oyantae 
was the terminus of the i>nrcel post, and all 
these good things had lM,?en accamiulating for 
weeks, so that it took a whole day to distribute 
them to meinijers of the forc<j. After an ab- 
surdly elalKJrate meal, four of us — the Boy, 
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the fJallnd, the Hired Ammmin,^ utid roynelf— 
made off tx> a garileii with aowie of the a|ioih 
jn tin of (’raven mixture, a flnak of wine, and 
a bundle of Engli«h iliiiatnite<l pajiera and 
magayJnen. It ih odd that thia <?piHO<ie ahould 
oeviif HO often in the pageant of Beenes over 
whieh memory Hwwps on the road la^tweeh 
HiHgiiri and tlie I\itfila. 

“Man is a seiiHual Iwast/* I sahl as I watehcHi 
my friend fill bis pijie and drain his flask with 
a baeehanalian I'elisli. Wt* railed him the 
“Hiied AsBassiii lH*eauHi‘ he wore liis tunic 
fnvolously. 

“ Make yourself easy, old man/* he said. 
“You and 1 ilo not really care for these 
things/’ 

We wtn^o iuterrupUHl by a growl from the* 
Itoy, who had utiearthcMl an article on Tiliet 
in one of the illustrated papers, 

'*llave the nonconformists la*eu on tluur 
hind legs again?" 

* The lk*y, ibe Ibiliad, and the Hired Aimaiuiiii An% of 
coiiiw, only emboihntentK of fK»tritA of vhw often met witli 
in tile force. 11ie Ulk tii the gmrden must M%»t be tnkon aie the 
tliwirnct of any mcitmi convenmUon. It in « convenient epi- 
tome of viewft Uml weiT expreened at different timoi during 
the ex(>eciitioii. The wagtail, the mined fort, the bundle of 
maroon raipi are true, Imth in the literal and |ioetiail wente. 
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“Just a little — ‘Battues and Butchery in 
Tibet ’ ; ‘ Cowardly massacre at Gyantse ’ ; ‘ De* 
terioratiou of the British army ’ ; ‘ Priests mur-, 
dered at the altar.’ That was the Johnny you 
shot at Naini.” 

“ Maybe,” said tlio Hirotl Assassin. “ Ho, was 
too big to squeeze Iwhind th<« idol in the niche. 
Tlie lieast had been peppering us all the after- 
noon, and picktal off old Sundar Singh just as 
he got inside the g»ttt‘.” 

“A pity the editor of ‘This Plaru't ’ wasn’t 
in the show to give our d«denornt<*<l army a 
lead up to the breach." 

He pointed t<» the ruined keep of (iynntse. 
an isolated rock in the plain, wuIUmI and 
bjistioned with defenc<»s from fo<»t to summit. 
These were partly demolished, but the nakcnl 
shell - tom wjills st<KKl forlornly alnivo the 
wreckage of the fallen gateway. JIp that 
bare and precipitous ro<‘k-fa«‘e Grtint and his 
Gurkhas crawled on hands and knees. They 
were exposed to heavy fire from the bastions, 
and an .-ivalanche of stones which swept man 
after man «iown tb*' cliff, caiTyiiig ivith them 
othei-s who wore crowding up Ixdiind. Grant 
was hit and rolled dowm thirty feet, but 
scrambled up again in spite of his wound and 
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was first into the breach, Humphreys and 
Franklin and Baldwin and their jolly men 
^coming on in single file l>ehind. 

In the eyes of the men in the plain the little 
caterpillar band was doomed. The Tilwhins 
luid^only to stiind aside and shoot them one 
by one iw their heads a[)pearod iii the opening. 
But the very gallantry of it cowed them. 
What in the name of all their Buddhas could 
they do against men like these V As the first 
white hand clutched the masonry, the de- 
fetuhu'M, who had sUmkI u]) all day against a 
very hell of rifle and shell and maxim fire, 
turned and fled us if their go<is had deserbai 
them. 

It was this assault which bn)ke the heart 
and r»*sistanco of the TilHstnns. The Jong 
was th«^ Key of Til)et; they hud iHunlNuxled 
us from it with ignominy for seventy days. 
I'fy coini'amuns had all Isjcn involved in the 
attack in a greater or less degret^. Their 
thoughts naturally tamed to it, for we were 
piciuoing on the gri>uiul where they had taken 
cover. 

It wjis a p**rfect noon in Octolwr, and we lay 
stretched on the grass in the sunsliine, spied 
upon by hoopoes and half-tame magpies whose 
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clumsy nests hung in the fragile willows and 
poplars. A few withered seed-sUilks were all 
that remained of the irises and primulas tha^ 
carpeted the place in June. The inivolIeiV 
joy was relinquishing its last feathery seed- 
balls. Overhead the trees won^ an autupiiial 
gold. A little wagtail with a white diamoiul 
shaft on his head and a red tail eame out to 
inspect us, and stayed, concluding that we 
were humane. 

“I shot a man just Indiind that tree/’ said 
the Hoy. “If his fuse had Ikhui all right he 
would have had me first. As it was, he hacked 
a chunk out of my rifle.’* 

It was an atmosphere of jH*rfect peace in 
which hattlc was as hard to imagine as 
warmth in I^hari Jong. We think of war 
unconcern tnlly in sqmulruns, the liare plain, 
the panorama, the diagrainmatic map. Here 
the shm*k of it is giaral. but thert^ are iifjenes 
in wdiich it won’t hear thinking iilxiut. 

Instead of conjuring up a kind of magni** 
fied parade -ground, consider the action in 
units. The front* nmy extimd tivo or three 
miles, but in one comer flujiT is n garden 
and a farm and a byre in which the ntileh 
nosing the goodumti of the bourn an 
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hour before diiwn bade him an uucoumciuuh 
farewell. The daughter and wife fled over 
the hills in the night. Half an hour ago the 
guodnian W'as a volunteer in the opposite 
filing-line in the poplar clump over the valley, 
but, his work is done. A dozen 8oldioi*s are 
lying l>ehind the nasturtium [Dots in his garden, 
and one is detaching a yellow trumi>ct- flower 
that has caught in the sight of his rifle. 
The “ small Uirtoisesludl ” butterflies which 
his dHught4?r chastal a week ag«i are playing 
*)ver the smooth dark barrels of their Lt3e- 
Mi*(.fo!tlH. 

The men in the ganlen an; pawns in a 
piilitical gain**. They have iu> grudge against 
the giaalman until they e«mie to grips with 
him. The young sulaillern’s thoughts are far 
away. Thofw small tortoiseshells hovering 
over the nasturtium (lowi^rs have rtHuilIed a 
holiday when he was at a i>rivate school and 
usisl to cltose bultorflies with a little long- 
legged girl called Enid. 

An old army Chaplain tells a story in ‘ L'Orrao 
du Mail' of the Frouel» lines at 8t Privat, 
where “un grand diahle de sapeur” brought 
him a sack of ttotatoes every day from the 
enemies' Hues. They were given him by a 
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soldier in a German pieqiiot. The two wore 
neighbours on the frontier. They embraced 
and spoke of parents and friends, and the , 
Gernmn said, “Tii peux prendre des poinmes 
de terres taut que tu voudras.’’ “This simple 
incident/’ said FAbbe Lalande, “made iim 
realise more thati any reasoning how unjust 
and cruel war is.” 

That is the (lathetic side. It was upper- 
most in the mind of the Hired Ass^issin. and 
that is why lie couhl not take his profession 
seriously. He had used the horrid phrast* at 
mess and it had stuck to liim. If he had 
been in “a show” where the national honour 
was jeopardised, he would havc^ made* a keen 
enough soldi<?r. 

The Ik>y was a young liarbariaii wth a 
vtdii of softness in him which principle had 
hardened into savagery. He was more iifmid 
of its emergence than of anything %»lm\ 

“This is rather rich,” he said, and he held 
up a radical paper that owes a gre^at dcMil of 
its popularity to its constant bclitllemcmt of 
our troops, “Hero as a rag H<iuealing because 
we killed men in the pursuit. 1 wish we had 
killed a few more. As if we could aiford to 
spare men who have been shooting at us all 
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day aud throw down their guns when they 
are overtaken with reprisals.” 

"The M.I. took scores of prisoners," said 
the Hired Assassin. 

“If I’d been witli them they wouldn’t have 
taken so many,” said the Boy. “The only 
chaiKH) I had wim a Lama who bolted out of 
a house we had been storming and tried to 
drown himself in two foot of water. I pinked 
him with my revolver lis my pony jumped 
the diUdi. He thought he was concealed or 
I wouldn’t have shot. That’s the humour of it.” 

“ Water, watei', llowing re<l,” quoted the 
BaLliul. 

The Boy luul not forgiven himscdf for 
sparing a man who pixdeiidtHl to 1 h) w'oiindiMl. 
It was afttrr D/jima Tang. 

“Now. what would you have done in my 
casoV’’ he said. “The fellow tired point-blank 
at mo fixan b<3hind a rock, but he missc^d fire. 
His fuse didn’t light or something, and he fell 
down w'rithiug and gioauing m if he had 
been hit in the tummy ; but I had him 
stripped and there wasn’t a nuurk, and I was 
too damned soft to shoot him.” 

“Couldn’t have done it. It w'asn’t Geneva, 
as Soi^eant Smith says.” 
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But the Boy didn’t see it. ** War is a hal'd 
game,” he thought, “and I must drive all 
damned nonsense out of my head if I am 
going to be any use to niy Counti'y.” And 
he went about it eonseientiously. 

“ I don't think this white handkero^;iief 
business is playing the game," the Boy went 
on. '‘We Averc taking a kopje !n South Africa, 
and the Boers lay tight and let us have it 
hot all the way up. We lost ten men in my 
OAvn company. When we got to the top, one 
of these skunks lin?d the last cartridge in 
his magazine point-blank at a corporal and 
shot him d<?ad. Then he jump<*d iii> and 
began waving his dirty rag. As luck would 
have it, Private Brown emerged on the ridges 
just as Corporal Green fell at his feet. 

“‘I am sorry, but you are for il,' he said, 
and bayoneted the man on the spot. He had 
seen three of his pals rolled over in the? 
dust on the way up." 

“That was quite human," I stiid. 

Even the Assassin admitted the justice 
of it. 

* 

“ Did you hear Harbans Singh’H yarn of how 
he and Ghulam Ali shot sixteen men in a 
garden? They were fired on as they were 
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going through with a convoy and lost a Havil- 
dar, two uiuIch, and a Dravic. 'fhoy had shot 
fifteen, he says, and they were looking about 
for another whtai Ghulam Ali mmo on a 
drain under a faggot bridge. ‘This is just 
thp pltwe I would hide in,’ he said, ‘if I were 
running away,’ and ho dug his bayonet 
through the faggots into the nether limbs 
of the sixtmuith. Ho did not know there 
was any one there till he? felt his butt end 
wriggling in his hands like a rtal with a fish 
on the end." 

•*I ho|M* some one put the ijoor devil out of 
his [Jain." 

“ Yes, his head eaino out the other side. " 

“Now supposing this man was wejiring a 
long frock-coat and a pot hat,” sjiid the Hired 
Assiissin. “ How would it alter the ethics of 
it? Supposing ho were the editor of ‘This 
Planet.”’* 

“Justifiable homicide,” said the Ballad. 

The Ballad wjis a boy of twenty. His chin 
was guiltless of a hair. The hair of his head 
and his eyebrows were almost white. His 
eyes were willow-pattern blue, and they were 
fixed far away on some spiritual crusade. He 
cared for nothing but fighting, and he seldom 
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spoke more than once a -day. Wlieii he did 
it was to quote some martial poet with an 
abimdon of his customary reserve that shocked 
one like the speech of Balaam's ass. 

** Frock - coats and the eleinent^il passions 
somehow don't mix,” said the Hirtnl Assiisiyii. 
“To bring them into contact would be the 
refinement of sjivagery,” 

“‘Pallida mors anjuo pede pulsat* " quoted 
the Ballad. 

** Urbanas sedes et talH?rnas barbnrorum,” 
intei*polated the Assassin. “Cert^iinly, but 
give each his favouriU^ kind of demist!, liiysic 
one in his bed and bayonet tlie tdher in the 
drain.” 

True, I thought, and when they are tl€*nd 
wrap one in a smart coflin and put him in a 
glass case with sham fiowers and vnrty him 
to the grave with all sorts t»f pnd^uitious 
inumiiiery. Anti bury the othtu' sinijdy in tlie 
ground, or bum him on faggt»ts, or cut luiii 
up into slices and fec*d the ptnisiomns. 

Which is better? Nakt^d Htmplicity, mrtli 
to native earth, to ftuxf the clay, or to wr^ip 
ourselves up like our n^orpses in a dossoxi 
protective layers of seiitiment iiiid iJhisioti 
through which death |>eeps the more repul* 
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sively. Give me a Holdier’s funeral in the 
desert. 

War is always an ugly businemi, especially 
when one is armed with a magazine rifle 
against a matchlock or a Lhasa-made martini, 
bu|; I think in Fleet Street the horror of it 
is exaggerated. I fancy that the journalist 
eating his steak at the Cock looks up at hia 
neighlMuir when he hem's the newsboy call 
out “Terrible massacre in Tilnit, five hundred 
Tila'tsns butcheretl,” and imagincK a deep red 
gash iMmeath the neatly partcnl hair and sctes 
a horrid trickle on his white shirt front. Ho 
innkt's the mistake of thinking that the 
Oriental minds fighting as nuuii ns he does, 
and dwells on death with as great a fear. 
He translates the nervous atmosphere o{ the 
street with the imliceman round the comer 
to countries where men hmk on long life as 
a phenomenon, and goes Imck to his dfisk mth 
an a<!Uto attack of neurosis, with which he 
iMfects a large section of the rmrding public 
the next morning. Meanwhile the man on 
the 8iK>t sees the dead lying in their garden 
of marigohls and hollyhocks, ami remembera 
that only an hour or two beh>re they had 
been playing dice and dominoes with peach- 
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stones. He knows that they have lost in a 
greater game in which ho too staked his life. 

An exclamation from the Ballad intorriiptc^d 
my miisings. He had becromo restless, and was 
examining something betw^een a walnut tiw 
and the garden wall. 

“Here is your man,” he called to the Boy. 
And there he w’as, in a bundle of nniroon rags, 
half concealed in the hushes. He had esc^apoil 
burial, but the pensioners had done thcu'r 

work, having first rent the garments. The 
Boy turned him over gently with his foot as 

one examines a st4ig. Tlu*re w'as no Isme in 

the breast t<» show* where the bullet had 

entered, but tlic*re was a clean perforation in 
the spine and the dried skin that attached 
to it. 

“ Middle stump," said the Boy. “ Poor l>eggar I 
But its all in the day s march. If his fuse had 
gone off it would have l»een me." • 

Attached to the hone that had hoen bt/i neck 
we found a little Hquan* finnilet box packed 
with fMM;red grain, a minute image of a god 
in clay, and a j»ai>cr^ (dianii with which he 
had purehaaeil imniiiiiity fnmi death. 

Tlie Ikilhid quoted abatnu*t<!dly a t^tanza of 
Auatin DoImmmi’h “Ikffore Kc*dnn.*’ 
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The Boy eyed him disapprovingly, oh mueVi 
as to say “Don’t yap.” 

" How they shrink,” he said ; “ I thought he 
was twice the sisse." 

But die Ballad was far away. He was think* 
ing^ of the house fighting, and dwelling on it 
fondly as a renewal of those old-world Ixiuts 
in which men saw one another's eyes as they 
gave and took death. 

Somehow, whenever I give memory wing 
over this field of Tiliet, into whatever ghoulish 
mist- ridden mountain recesses I may Ik* iMirne, 
1 find myself in the eml in the garden at 
Gyautse on that peaceful, uneventful, Octolxjr 
afternoon with my three friends, in the pnjsenee 
of tliat bundle i>f niar<H>n rags, and the confl- 
(lential little black wagtail with the whito 
diamond shaft on his head and the red tail. 
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THE SUNDAIUIANS. 

The Invent delta of the (hinges east of the 
Hughli, from Diamond HarJmnr as far as the 
Haringhata, is entirely river and jungle. Four 
thousand square miles of for<*st are intersecrtad 
by six hundred or more cdiannels which nre 
big enough to have names on a bineh-to-the* 
mile survey map, and perhafis ten times as 
many channels which have escaped nomen- 
clature, and yet are big enough for a ship^n 
jolly-l>oat> though the trees 

High ov<»rarrhtKl emU>wer.’’ 

The Forest Department liave divided this huge 

tract into many thoustmdH of s«M^tioiis^ ami meh 

section when it has l>een depleted of its tiniber 

is left alone for forty years. These* statistieii 

% 

are njoro eloquent of the Htillnemi ami trail* 
quillity of the Suntlarbans than nny d^wriptivo 
writing. 
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There w a esmenese about all great rivers 
which makes a few days on a launch more 
^monotonous than a month in the open sea, 
where strange fellowship and a clean horizon 
give one a spurious sense of freedom, and even 
of cf)nqiio8t- But in estuari^ the yellow water 
and the glare and the far-away fringe of trees 
are always the same, whethcw in the Menam, 
the La Plata, or the llughli. Here breadth 
of view affecits qs, not illogically, with a sense 
of restraint, and it is giKxl, if one has command 
of the wheel, to ewape from the cstuaiy which 
makes us feid confined through its perj>etual 
vista of limitations and the suggestion of un- 
explored margins, w'hich may or may not have 
a <*hara«*tor of their own, into channels where 
one am recognise the vegetation on either 
bank. 

In the Suudarbans these give place to 
aari'owcr channels, which in turn are con- 
ncMJted by creeks Imrely accessible in a dinghy, 
every one of which reveals the same feature — 
a low bank of mud haunted by the slothful 
mugger, and overrun by red and brown crabs 
and mud - fish always plying between one 
another’s burrowTs on the smne earnest busi- 
ness of love or hate or greed, and making 

o 
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assignations as resolutely and disastrously 
as more evolved creatures. Tlie banks are 
slotted with the feet of unseen things, tiger 
and cheetal, the hunter and hunted, which 
move in some mysterious way through the 
thick tangle, which is so congested that the 
roots have to send up shoots for air, — brittle, 
slimy things that era<‘kle under tlie foot of 
the intruder. 

Seeds fall all daj’^ long, and germinate at 
once in the mud, and spring up and choke 
one another, and writhe and struggle for light 
and room. The banks are thick with the fern- 
like henfal palm, whose leaves turn golden, 
and the golpdtfa^ that sends up great palmate 
fronds which are always tumbling over with 
their own weight, leaving a debris of t'oots 
broken off and sticking in the mud like in- 
verted clubs glistening red and yc^llow in the 
attenuated sunlight, until they aro lifted out 
of their bed of slime by thc^ rising tid<] and 
home through a labyrinth of fronds out into 
the broad stream seawards. 

Could one cut a pa^ih through this teeming 
forest one would find there was no truce or 
respite in it till the jungle ends right in the 
sea, where the matted red roots of the girran 
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and mangrove are left naked by the breakers 
in a ruddy tortuous tangle that is like nothing 
on earth but the dwarf rhododendron forests 
of Sikkim and Nepal, 

Yet in some phu^es on the eoast> knouTi only 
to, the “Jungly Sahib” and the shell-gatherers, 
the forest which keeps its secret so darkly opens 
into more communicative glades. Through the 
sunken land, where the dying and stagJieaded 
mimiri puts out branches covered with fungi 
and the gn^en orchid-like parasites, there pene- 
trates an unexpected glimmer of sky. Here 
the mud ends, and the sumh*i and ke^jra trees 
drop tlieir seeds in unresiK)n«i\e soil. 

Along the coast extend the sand-dunes, a 
line of smooth breast-like hummocks and soft 
depressions, where the tiger stretches himself 
and slfK^ps after his hunting. The barrier is 
grown over with tlie toll elephant-grasB, whose 
whito crests, always stirring witli a faint bi'eeze 
from the sea, dance and glimmer like a mirage. 
Ik^tween the dunes and the jungle lies the salt 
marsh, the stag’s pasture-land, where the grass 
streti-hes in streaks of colour from citron gi'een 
to dull brown according to the variation of 
the soil. The marsh is intoi'sected all over by 
a maze of det^r tracks, ns beaten as footpaths 
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leading through homely meadows to a farm. 
Here I have watched the herds step warily 
into the glade at dawn. 

The features which give the glade its three- 
fold charm make it a perilous place for the 
herd. Inland, along the definite line where 
the sand forbids enei'oaehment, stands a reso- 
lute bank of keora trees; towards the coast 
stretches the shimmering lino of dimes, and 
between these Iwirrieix the variegated grass 
land is broken heie and theie by natural 
dykes fringed by the alder-like gimpra. When 
the breeze is to the land, man or tiger may 
stalk along the edge of the forest; when to 
the sea. they may lurk in the cover of the 
sand-dunes where the elephant -grass and the 
murmuring of the bretikers cons|>ire with them 
against the herd ; whim it blows along the 
coast, they .still have the shelter of the gingwa 
bushes which divide the glade into* a hedged 
pasture-land. So when my forest friend took 
me to the plai;e one still October dawn, we got 
within murderous distance of herd after herd, 
but spared them all a young buck, for wo 
were a week or more t€x> late, and there waa 
not a stag in the herd out of velvet 
Another morning the glades were deserted. 
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A alight atir of wind from the land made ua 
keep to the aand-dunea. The sun had barely 
risen, but wo saw by their fresh tracks that 
A great herd of cheetal had been stampeding 
across the marsh. Presently wo came across 
the fresh spoor of a tiger, which explained the 
desolation. Then we learned in the school of 
a master stalker. We followed him up, keep- ^ 
ing stefilthily to the hollows as he had done, 
rounding every hummcark, and only peering 
into the glade where the elephant -grass was 
thickest. We soon aime to the 8|K>t where 
he had sprtiug and niisK<>d his kill. The 
sand was chunietl up angrily, and Is'yond the 
scurrying doer had left a thin beaten path 
like n shwp- track. My friend, the Jungly 
Btihib, wbispeivd to me a wager tlmt the 

beast would break «>ver where B , a dil- 

ottantp who had come out “to eat the air,” 
tut Ram 'Bux says, was sitting in meditation 
a hundred yards from the Lascar who was 
canying his gun. This was what actually 
hap{]Meucd. The twp confronted each other. 

B stood his ground, and the tiger turned 

contemptuously away with unncMsessary dis- 
cretion. We followcNl him up to the edge 
the suul(»is fforan jungle, which he entered 
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foiled of his prey after as fiuiitless a stalk as 
ours. 

It is only through siu*h casual encounters 
that tigers are shot in this part of the Sun- 
darbans. The Jungly Sahil> had shot many 
elsewhere, where he had had to work lup’d 

for tliein, and 

even B , tlie 

I^todi<‘ean, had 
siH»t two or 
thret* in Burma. 
Bui in this 
jungle blind 
chanc«* is the 
ordy shikiiri. 
My I’riend had 
beam a yimr in 
tile distrieL and 
many a night 
he Imd lmit€5ii 
siknitly it long 
the khah (small channels) in his cnnoi! wateh- 
ing every vhur (silted sand-ls*d} and promon- 
tory expectantly, hut aiever in the khaln or in 
the oi>en glades, which, hy tlii^ t^ay, were far 
from his l>eat and seldom visited by hirn, had 
the moment beam prodei»tiaed in which he and 
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s full-gi^own tiger should cross paths. Ho had 
shot one swimming across a broad channel, 
hut it liatl sunk and did not appear again. 
And another time he had found three young 
tiger -cubs in a bush near the sand-dunes, 
which paddled aliout and tumbled over one 
another in such an innocent and winning 
manner that he ha<l not the heiirt, even if he 
had the opjiortunity, to leave them motherless. 
We sjiw the bush and the half- grown tracks 
that verj' moniing. There was m) spoor of 
the mother anywhere alwut, sf» we gathered 
th/tt the^' hiul «*onie to years of discretion. 

But our turn was to come. Wo had bathed 
ill the sea, breakfasted, and turne<l into our 
bunks for a deseiwtsl rest after a five -hours' 
tramp in the sun, when we wei*e awakened 
by the cry of “Sher." The launch stopped, 
and we saw a dark objt'ct pacing among the 
kmra Uom on a spit of land where a khcil 
ran into the main channel. A cnnoe was 
lowered at once, and we rowed to shore. We 
had no time to put on IsMits or any clothing 
more elaborah^ than is genendly worn in a 
hot-wei^tlier sieshi iii the Sundnrbans. Yet 
in spite of, [lerhaps bettause of, our informal 
costume the tiger seemed more curious than 
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Itlanned. He walked slowly away parallel 
with the tributary khaJ, and stopped every 
now and then to -look behind. Wo were 
nearly level with him when the Jungly Sahib 
got his chance an<l put in a shot. The jungle 
hid the sequel, but wo hoaril a gnjan, and 
landed cautiously whei-e the tiger was last 
seen. Wo folIo\ve«l him up on our hands and 
knees in the soft mud. The undergmwth 
became so thick that we could not se<’ farther 
in front of us than a tiger could spring; nor 
could we move our rifles quickly to left or 
right without entJingling them, and so leav- 
ing ourselves exposed to a Hank attack. It 
seemed wiser to turn back — but the blmal 
everywhere, es{H?cially on the brushwtsKl three 
foot from the ground, was jirofuse and con- 
tinuous, and the great likelihcKMl of finding 
him dead temptcHl us a little farther and a 
little farther. We had not gone Jfar w'heii 
we saw the dull glow of his coat a few yards 
ahead. We coveretl him simultaneously, but 
he was bej'ond ofTence, a bulk «if inert strength 
lying as still as a stone, and ns dead. 

The Lascars lM>und hiS fwd and carrit»d him 
laboriously to the boat. His great head looked 
noble and untroubled. But as they lowered 



h iff t to tho grcmnd llw k*BwI awBr lii'imitii 
m, and the pew*, tied txigo^Mir wtHl H 
bit of «tring. feU by hla Jfowl In m hetpliM* 
*and imthetic way, giving him the air of » 
suppliant, which he had never worn in life. 
A wft iwiw griMHid one of the LoiK’ars, and 
h«> leapt aside dramatically, then turned on 
the lajiist and struck him, not savagely, but 
w'ith a studifMl irony and a pretence of sur- 
prise that one who had fallen so low should 
bo so gr«wtly daring. He followwl the blow 
with a kick ami the lung-drawn exclamation, 
“Ahliyee! Brother. Would you dan*!” 

In that forest sixty w«KHl-cutters of his own 
faith full to the tiger every year. 
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‘“The Sikhi4 of Ooviiid Khali liOKtrido aiul Ixjiir Uavsk^ u|K>n 

their hand«, 

The Toorkfl who liehohl them Khali t!v\ 

One shall comliat a multitude, 

And the Sikh who thus j^eriKhea shall Ihj hlessed fi>r ever/' 

— The Titnkhn Snvy'h of (turu (ioiind. 


The man who finds himself free in Bengal 
in the month of October will antit^ipate the 
cold weather, if he is wise, by Uiking the 
train north. In a night lie will have left 
the clammy steaminess of the (binges Delta* 
At noon on the second day the l\iiijab mail 
will carrj' him into Amritsfir. Many hours 
before this he will have, passed out of the 
country of the subjeitt ractes into an area 
where their passive destinies have been decided* 
Travelling north on§ notices the difference in 
the buildings. Towards the Ganges* mouth 
houses are built merely for shelter, with 
doors and windows as in pacific countries. 
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where lui one tliink« of reHinting an invader. 
In the Punjab Iiouhch are built more guardedly. 
The dead whIIh on the outnide have hardly a 
chink to let in daylight. Such windows as 
there are open into an inner courtyard. There 
are no side doors, and the front one is as stub- 
born as the yeoman who holds it. Many of 
the villages and all the old cities are walled 
and fortified. 

From days before Alexander the Punjab 
has bisni possc^ssixl by tin* best horsemen and 
Hwordsnien that have come through the passeB. 
Hcythiaiis, Greeks, Persians, Turks, Afghans 
have over-ridden the <*ountry, despoileil it, 
and rid<len away. The Sikhs are the only 
Cis-IIiinalayan ^ folk who have l>ocome masters 
of the soil and held it for any length of time; 
and Amritsar, ‘*The I.*ake t>f Immortality,” was 
the focus of all the sanguinary struggles they 
carriiHl on with the foives of Islam from tlie 
days of Har Govind until the ascendancy of 
Ranjit Singh. The Durbar Saliib, the j)i*eseut 
temple, has lanm destroyed three times. It 
has been polluted witli cow’s blo«>d, and the 

* The Jatu, from whom the majority of the Sikli« afiring, 
have been identtfieti with the Scythians. They liave been 
eetablinlieii in iudia aince about 100 ».c. 
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sit« heaped wth pyramids of the heads of the 
faithful. Each time the Sikhs retaliated as 
soon as they were 8ti*ong enough by destroy- 
ing the Muhammadan mosques and rinsing the 
flooi*8 with the blood of swine. It can easily 
be understood that there is no building in the 
Punjab of any great age. 



6V//lSri/ /Vw/'A:, Afftritsitr. 


The Durbar Sahib, or Golden Temple, as W9 
call it, stands now as it was rebuilt soon after 
it w'as destixjyed by the Afghan, Ahmed Bhah, 
in 1702, only with qtkKtaons. Tlio story of its 
making, its disappearances and recnidosoenoefi« 
is, of course, the hiHt«»ry of tlie Hikbs in ab- 
stract. During the Hixt<»enth and seventeenlh 
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centuries it needed strong defences. That it 
has stood since 1775 means that the Sikhs have 
been in the ascendant from this date until they 
fought the British in 1846 after the death of 
Ranjit Singh. For all that, they built it as 
men .who needixl a wall behind their backs. 

The temple rises from an artificial lake of 
green water, in which the plac;id rt*floetion of 
its marble walls and gilded roof and cupolas 
rests dreamily all day. It is approached by a 
marbh* r^mseway. The walls are inlaid with 
cornelian and mother-of-pearl, and the doors 
are sheathed in silver. Iron and brass are 
“nothing accounted of” in the temple. The 
txmk is 500 feet in length and in breadth. 
The piivement round it is of marble, 30 feet 
broad, and is enclosed on three sides by the 
Baugas, or hostels, which open into it. Tliese 
bfdong to the different Sikh chiefs, and are 
used by them and their retainers when they 
visit Amritsar. The Ramgharia Bauga on the 
eact has two towers where the watchmen kept 
a look-out for the enemy. For the Durbar 
Sahib is a soldier’s shrine. 

One may stand in the gaUery on the second 
storey of the temple and watch the file of wor- 
shippers approach along the marble causeway 
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through the Darshani Darwaza» or Gate of 
Adoration, and from the same spot one may 
look down on the Granth Sahib within and 
see the offerings made to the' holy book, and 
read the spirit of a ereed in the facets of the 
worshippers. ^ 

The Granth rests on a low stand, the Mnnjhi 
Sfiliib, and is (‘overed with wrappings of silk, 
and proteetf'il from tin' offt'rings of pigeons 
by a silk awning alM>ve. Ik^hind it sits the 
Graiithi, a priest of the old typ<N grey- 
biMirded, keen-eyi'd, with an oval face, a. id 
an old-fashioned turban lying flat on the 
head in eoils. As in the Hindu t^anples, men, 
women, and children drift in a stream towards 
the priest, throw offerings of flowers, sugar, or 
copper coins on the ohjet^t of vent'ration, and 
receive consecrated ones in rc^turn. .;VJI coin 
of the realm, in silver or gold, is sonorously 
announced, droppf*d in a jar Indoiti the book, 
and withheld for temple funds. All unvalued 
things receive the currency of Hanetity by con- 
tact witli the Granth, and nr© {lasscKl on to 
newcomers. The 8ikh offeroisi approach with 
the respect that w'ell-bred men Ix'ar to a 
poral lord, with a certain love and a certain 
ease witliah There is loss awe than in Hindu 
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temples, because there is less superstition. In 
the place of distorted images and emblems 
there is the holy book. The temple is called 
the Durbar Sahib, because the ceremony is a 
Durbjir in the literal sense of the word. The 
book is carried to the shrine with all circum- 
stance and pomp. It is the deputy, or vicar, 
of the Gurus who have passed away, and the 
dis<-iph's approach in an unending stroain to 
jmy honour to their lord. 

One is struck most with the genllemanliness 
of it all — there is no other wt)rd for it. In 
Anglo-Indian slang the place would Ik* called 
“ a iSjihib’s temple.” One is not dunn«*<l, or 
jostltHl, or insulted, or fawnwl upon there os 
one is at Benares or Brinda Ban or I.ashkar, 
or the temple of Kali in Calcutta, where a mob 
of brazen - tongmsl, cadging, ill - couditiontHl, 
noisily-extortionate rascals surround one’s car- 
1 iage betore one is a hundred yards from the 
gate, and are allowed by the temple authorities 
to palm themselves off as priests. Instead 
there is a rich simplicity in this as in all 
Sikh shrines. Tlie Gurus abhorred idols, priest- 
craft, ritual, superstition, tamperings with the 
supernatural, and all attempts to localise, per- 
sonify, or insist u[M)n H|>eoial attributes or 
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manifestations of the divine being. The high- 
est building in the precincts of the place is a 
nine- storied monument to the opposite idea.^ 
The Baba Atel is an elegy in stone to the son 
of the sixth Guru, who was chid Ijy his father 
for restoring a jilaymate to life. ” Two s\%|pi*d8 
cannot l)e put in one scjibbard,” his father said, 
and bade the Iwy set his heart on pun* living 
rather than vain inetidling and display. The 
l>oy made gcxMl his mistake ns w«dl as lu' could 
by lying down on the spot and giving up the 
ghost. It would have Ik'cii l)etter if he had 
laid violent hands on himself like a man of 
ordinary juissions ; for the iwortl is marred 
by that commonest of human weaknesses, the 
boast by inference. Anyhow, that W'as tb© i 
Sikh attitude towards miraculous pretenaioiis. 
The whole story is illustrates! in frescoes on 
the entrance-gate to the shrine. 

All through the day the worshtppeiw flock 
to the Granth. There is no service from the 
time of the short reading, when the book is 
borne in on a palanquin an hour before dawn, 
until the evening prpyer. Only the mnsidaini 
are constantly in attendance, singing hymns 
to the rebeck and the lute. These are the 
Rafaabis, the descendants of the Muhammadhit 
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fakir, Mardana Miraai of Merawat. who loved 
Nanak, and set Imk hymns to music nearly 
five hundred years ago. As Mardana sat by 
^anak's side and ministered to him, yet kept 
his own faith, so his family have made music 
for the (iurus or for their deputy, the Book, 
thme five InindrcMl ycar«, and Berve<l the 
Kbal«ii aiul hehl to lalani through generations, 
when to l>e a Sikh meant to wlay “a Toork 
at Higlit Im* nlain hy him. What were theae 
MuhaminadaiiH doing in t)ie Hhrine? I awked. 
When 1 wa« t4>Id tliey were the ehildren of 
Martinna, I undei*Ht<MHl. 

()n€* nu>€>tM diverH€^ racw in this eatholie 
nliriiie. Tit throng of worHhipixn'H there 
art^ many who arc^ drawn ihi^rt* by eurioHity, 
or the off-ehanee that Nanak may have b<^n 
tlH> one man to whom (icxl divmlgtHl hin Hc*ci*et, 
juHt as eaivful mim kwp ruhhish of mid kinda 
HI tin* hupt^ that one tlay it may help them in 
Horne unforemM^n iuhhI. As Ainritaai m the 
Indiuii market for ('^mtral Asia, the erowd ia 
diversiflisT by many weather-lteaten folk, mer- 
ehants and inuleteera, tbtnr rt^l faeea mviiiied 
with the wind, who have come in aeroaa the 
Himalayas with their earavana from Kaahgar, 
or Tarkand, or far Bokhara, They go almiit 

fl 
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in wedge-like flocks, happy as most migrants 

and laughing at everj'thing, one of them 

always in the van to pilot the rest with some 

kind of jargon that can bo understood. I mot 

a ptirty who had come in the day before from 

Yarkand. They told me they had made the 

■ 

jouniey in fifty days, with other choerfiil 
tidings, which I could only interpn^t as such 
by their hecks and smiles. On their heels fol- 
lowed a mendicant of the Oghar sect, with an 
empty skull in his hand, from which he pro- 
fessed to drink, making capit^il out of the 
vulgar by playing upon their scuise of thi^ 
grotesque, a species of tomfooleiy that the 
old Gurus would have abhorred. Another 
anomalous interloper 'wore trousers and a 
black coat. He called me ** mister*' in a rasp- 
ing voi(;e, and I tunatxl away, thinking him a 
tout. But the fellow persisted until he hail 
delivered himself of his story in thf!^ ‘^favour** 
he had to ask me, which was to tell him in 
what safe bank he might deposit his hoard* 
He tunicMl out to he a transmogrified Sikh of 
Multan, returned ^ter fifteen years in the 
Australian gold mines. Like the Ancient 
Mariner, he stopped men to impart his tale. 
He wished them to know that he had crossiiMi 



AMRITSAR. 


115 


the sea, dug on equal terms with white men, 
and “ made a bit.” A human instinct after all. 

Next a jolly Tibetan and his wife shambled 
along the causeway, as if they were treading 
over rocks and snow. I greeted him, and he 
replie<l with a grin that displayed all his 
molars, as much as to say, “ Isn’t it a joke 
that (xld ft)lk like y<ni and me should meet 
hero of all places in the world!” And he 
laiigloHl, making the place echo with his 
crm*k*Hl - l)ell voice, tuned to the wildemess, 
as he told me* how he had come down from 
Ii«-h with merchandise by the Kangra valley 
through much snow, and was picking up any 
merit that might Im> had fur the asking on 
the way. 

All this palaver t<K)k place on the pavement 
outside the shrine, and must have lK*en audible 
within. Meanwhile Sikh stddiers and fanatic 
Akalis 'passed by, all stamped with the dint 
of the ideal that Guru Govind left them, an 
air that one cannot mistake or deH<;rilie, or 
explain away by any common heritage of 
blood, for they are sprung from many castes, 
Khattris, Brahmins, and Muhammadan con- 
verts, but most of all from the hard Jat 
yeoman, from whom they differ just by the 
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Guru’s mark. For it has been well said that 
this great man left his impress not oidy on 
the minds but on the features of a nation. 

In the Durbar Sahib, the centre of Sikh 
worship and tradition, I hoped to gain some 
insight into the influence that has marked 
these people and knit them into the com- 
munity which fought against us with such 
splendid courage at Ferozeshnh, Aliwal, and 
Sobraon. One expe<‘tH a vcan of bigotry in 
a crusader ; but the Sikhs have no very 
positive theological convic‘tii>ns. Tliey do not 
Indiewe more or less than the r<*ligious-minded 
man with no particular tenets all the world 
over. Guru Xanak, the foundt*r of the re- 
ligion, was the declared enemy of superstition. 
He only sought to removt^ the col>wcd>s that 
had overgrown se<*tarian con<*t*ptions of Gcxl. 
His is expressed in the first words of the 
Sikh morning prayer: — ♦ 

Gml is om% ITis mime is tni*. He is the 
Creator, xeith(mt fear, withoat eninHif, Thm- 
less Being, FormlrsH^ has nerer tone in n 
toomb, is Helf-e.risti)iy, great, ami nuTcif^d.*' 

That is a creed to which the enlighU^ncM} 
Buddhist, Muhammailan, Pantheist, and the 
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religious-minded white man who does not go 
to churcrh might all subscribe without feeling 
that there is any need to enter the lists 
about it. Guru Nanak insisted on his human 
origin and weakness. He'tried to unite Hindus 
an4 Muhaminadnns in a simple attitude of 
reverence to the one God, stripping off ritual, 
idols, {Msrvorteil asct^ticism, caste, all kinds of 
bigotry and dognni, and boasts of revealed 
truth /ind the intercessions of the Prophet. 
lUs spiritual policy was tolerance, which, of 
ail the religious cries that have ever been 
raiscsl, might well seem the least likely to 
inspire a Church and State militant. 

One must hxik further for the secret of Sikh- 
ism. The Khalsa love the faith because it is 
of the hrr)tlu^rh<KKl, not the brotherhowl Ik?.- 
eausc' it is of Hit? faith. Religion is only one 
link in the chain that has wehletl them to- 
gether. Sikhism was a quiet gmwth. Guru 
Nanak never drt*w sword, neither did the 
st*cond, nor the third, nor the ftmrth, nor the 
fifth Guru. When Har Govind, the sixth 
Guru, ariiKHl his followers, it was to avenge 
his father, who was kilh^ by the Muhamma- 
dans. That was the l)eginning of the struggle 
between the Sikhs and Islam. 
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A peculiar creed, even if it is negative 
one, must always breed a spii’it of clannish- 
ness, -whicli in time becomes stronger than ^ 
the motive that gave birth to it. Even toler- 
ance becomes a contempt for intolerance, and 
is only another name for intolerance it/jclf. 
So in Har Govind’s time we find the (juietists 
that Nanak founded mounted and jumed with 
a very urgent temporal cause. Ihdigion re- 
ceived more support from tlm cause than it 
lent it. Nanak has Iwcn compared to Lutlusr, 
but his followers did not fight on Lutheran 
principle.s. Thousands of Jat yecjinen joined 
the banner under the sixth Guru to throw off 
the Muhammadan yoke, but it would lx* mis- 
leading to say that they were inspired with 
the spirit of the Refoi-mation. Rather, tlioy 
accepted the book with the sword. 

Under the seventh and eighth Gurus the 
Sikhs made little progress. The ninth Guru, 
Tegh Bahadur, who seems to have been a 
religious freebooter, was put to d<uith by the 
Moghul Emperor at Delhi, and his assassina- 
tion gave an extraordinary impetus to the 
cause. His son. Guru Govind, the tenth and 
last of the line, was a born leader of men. 
The bearded martial Sikh whom we know to- 
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day, and who has endeared himself to us on 
the field, was Govind’s creation. Good old 
Nanak could not have foreseen him even in 
his most adventurous dreams. Yet, if the 
old man could rise from his grave, now in- 
undated by the Ravi, at Dehra Nanak, apd be 
confronted by his own spiritual descendant, 
the Govindi Sikh, he could not but admire 
the br<«Hl, remote as the idea of it must have 
been from his own mind, and shocking as it 
would have lajen in certiiin respects to his 
sense of fitness. 

When Tegh Hahadnr was mui*dered, Govind 
nursed his own rage and diverted the resent- 
ment of his followers into channels whore it 
gaiborwl force. He bided his time, and ex- 
jianded his faith to meet the political condi- 
tions of the age, and in the process refined 
rather^ than degraded it. Ik)foi*e ho struck 
at I.slam*he had inspireil his cause with the 
glamour of a (a-usade. He had an eye, or 
a heart rather, for those emblems which 
strengthen a people, liettauso they minister 
most to prestige. So he instituted the Klialsa, 
or the commonwealth of the chosen, into 
which his disciples were initiated by the 
ceremony of pdhal, or baptism by steel and 
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“ the waters of life.** Ho abolished caste, 
and ordained that every Sikh should bear 
the old Rajput title of Singh, or Lion, as 
every Govindi Sikh does to this day. He 
also gave national and distinctive traits to 
the dress of his people, ordaining that they 
should carry a sword and a dagger, don 
breeches instead of the loin-(‘loth, and wear 
their hair long and secured in a knot by a 
comb. He wrote tlie *J)asama Padshah Ka 
Granth,’ or the ‘Granth of the Tentli King,' 
in which he grafted the principh^s of valour, 
devotion, and chivalry on tin* hunihle gospel 
of Nanak ; and he introduced the* national 
salutatiiui, “Wah Guru ji ka Khaisa! Wah 
Guru ji ka Futteh,"^ which is (‘hanted liy the 
Sikhs now as they meet in the stre<‘l, or as 
they step out on a da\ s inar<di, or <ait4*r the 
battlefield. All these things gave the Sikhs 
coheKiiun and a H«j>arHtc* nati<mjriity. and 
were the beginning of tmditions that are 
still strong. 

Wlien Guru Govind inaugurated the sacra- 
ment of 8te<d he pro>ved himself a wifws and 
far-sighted leader. For of all matennl things 
which genius has inspired with spiritual sig- 
I “ Hail to the Kkal«a of Oocl ! Victory to God ! ” 
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uiiicanco steel is the truest and most uncom- 
promising. Let humanitarians prate as they 
will, there never has been a race who have 
not been purged and refined by it. In some 
it is the only combater of grossness and the 
monster of self. To the Khalsa it gave a cause 
and welded them into a nation ; and in the 
<lark days of Muhammadan rule in the middle 
of the eighteenth centuiy, when the Sikh was 
slain at sight and no quarter was given, it 
drove them on those gallant crusa<les in which 
thej' rode to Amritsjir in th<* dead of night, 
huipt into the sficred tank and out again, 
and gallojMHl liack through the enemies’ lines 
purified. Hundreds were slain, but not one 
al>juro<l his faith or jMjrjurtHl his soul to 
pix^serve “his muddy vesture of decay.” Com- 
pare as emblems the steel bracehd of the 
Sikhs and the Lingaiii Yt»ni of Siva, and you 
have a sUfUdard of ideals, a fair gauge of how 
Sikhism has temi)ered the Jat. 

Govind Singh died in 1708. A hundretl yeai’s 
afterwanls his followers, under Ranjit Singh, 
hold the North t>f India from the Sutlej to 
Peshawur. rpoii the death of that astute old 
chief the Khalsa were unwise enough to attack 
the British, and it was not until they had 
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fought two campaigns with ue-^in which every 
battle was hardly contested — that they accepted 
defeat. Since those days the Sikhs have been^ 
our most loyal allies: they held by us in the 
Mutiny, and they now form the most substan- 
tial part of our Indian Army. 

In the old days l>efore Ran jit Singh the 
Sikhs were all horsemen. The infantry only 
existiMl to garrison forts or to follow the 
cavaliy on foot until they siu’CchmUhI to a hoi*He 
or lootenl one. Like the Rajputs and Muham- 
madans, the old Sikh soldiei's never iUidunHl 
infantry service gladly. They were too proud 
to go on ftK)t while others rode, and tiny had 
not tin* patience for it. The Sikh ast‘euduncy 
has l>een attributed in part to the fact that 
they adapted theinselvtiis to infantry more 
readily than their ?ieighlK)urs. They were 
famous for their matchlock - men wbmi the 
K-ujputM dependcKi «u their horse. * Aud this 
is quite in keeping with the Hikh eharacier, 
which is Kteiidier thuu thiit of their neigh- 
bours. It is difficult to get n fair estimate 
of the fighting qualities oi different Indian 
races, since n^giniental offiwrs always swrsar 
by their own men; hut I have often heard 
the same tale about the Sikh from men 
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who havo commanded mixed troops on the 
frontier. 

“If there is a position to bo taken, give me 
a Rajput^ — ho has more dash. But if there is 
a {msition to defend, give me a Sikh — he has 
morp backbone.” 

That is true. The Rajput is dry powder — 
iunammuble, likt; tlie Arab and other desert 
products. Tiu! Sikh is of the soil. He has 
more bat-klKUie ; h<‘ bioods ; he is a slow fuse. 

All Hokliers who liav«; servetl with 8ikhs 

know that tlu*y have unusual powers of en- 

dunujce. This was itH‘t>gnised even in the 

time of Itanjit Hiiigh, when visitors to his court 

and Euro}H'uh officers employcnl in his service 

had little that was g<xHl to w»y of the Sikh 

Army. Colonel Hteiiibach, w’ho served Kanjit 

•Singh for nine years, «les<‘ril»ed his tr«K>ps os 

a <lissolute raldile, the cavalrv very slow in 
• * .* 

miiiueuvrffig, wrelclnHlly mounted, deficient in 
ctiurage, and only ready to charge in vastly 
superior uutnlK*rs. Yet he admired the ex- 
traordinary hanliness and endurance of the 
infantry. A few yejirs after this criticism wuis 
written the Hikhs utterly belied our estimate 
of them. In the battleu of Aliw'al and Sobraon 
they fought with splendid gallantry and reso- 
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lution, hurling themselves on our lines and 
refusing quarter. It can only have been 
training and discipline that Ihinjit Singh’s^ 
troops needed, for to-day they have little to 
leam from us in the way of riding. Their 
cavalry is as good as most, and they genejrally 
beat us at polo. 

When I hear men talk of Sikh horseman- 
ship, I think of a manaHivre I saw [performed 
by the Patiala Imperial Sc'rvice trtiops after a 
review by Lord Kitchener. Two H(|uadi*onH of 
Lancers galloped up, dismounted, and threw 
their horses on the ground, whert^ tlu»y lay 
like a field of the dead. Not a horse I'c^belUnl, 
and, wliat is more, they lay still while another 
two squadrons came galloping up iKdiind and 
subsided in the same mysterious manner fifty 
yards ahead, as completely hidden liebind a 
low rise as if they Inid Ihhui a n*giment of 
infantry. Every trooper, as he dtsmountc^, 
lifted his chargers near foro-tVw>t with his left 
hand, and leaning ovc?r his shoulder tightened 
the right rein until the Iwist roiled over on 
the off. Home of the older horses lay down 
spontaneously at the sound of tlie whisthn 
The inanomvTO might eonccnvably he effecd- 
ive in war, but whether it is turned to ai^^ount 
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or not, it is an exhibition of an understanding 
between horse and man of which any cavalry 
might bt! proud. No doubt nine troopers out 
of ten could make their horses lie down on the 
field if they had the time and patience to train 
theni, but one is not likely to see a whole 
regiment of docilely recumljont chargers any- 
where except in Patiala. It was inspiring to 
see th«« sudden resurrection of that field, when 
troo|)er and horse rose as one man at the 
whistle like glujsts at the trump of dt)om. As 
they rwHshsl the <lust, golden in the light of 
the morning sun. rose up ladiind, veiling every- 
tliing from sight save the compact line of gi-een 
and yellow iwnnons stretchetl like a thin scythe 
alxjve the palpiUiting dust - cloud, the <-re8t 
literal and significant of the fon'cs swet'ping 
and thundering umlerneatli. It was ph^tsant 
to think that these men were our tried and 
[>roven a1li«s. 

Hut to return to the Durbar Hahib. The 
Sikh soldiers, as I sjiid, and the fanatic Akalis 
in their blue roln's covered from the waist to 
the cn>wn of their ta|>ering turltans with 
knives and quoits, passed hy the Til>etana 
and myself without a glance of reprojieh and 
entered the temple. They were Sej-mys of 
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one of the class regiments of the Tnclian 
Army — tall, upstamHug, robust men, long in 
the limb and sqi\ar€^ in the ch<\st, y<»t possess-^ 
ing a subtle grace and dignity rare t*ven in 
the East. The edges of their beards curled 
up at the chin towards the firm white turban 
combined with it to make a frame through 
which the kecm e^'es and regular featiinw, 
especially the teeth when shown, suggested a 
picture of tenacity in rei>ose, a perfect pattcmi 
of manluKKl. L<K>king at them, I tried to 
decipher Govind’s stamp. They H«*emed to 
have soTiK* of tln^ hartl pim^lusl look taken 
out of them that one sees in the Jat villagers 
who have not become Sikhs, «>r in the Jat 
Sikhs who have not left their land. It may 
be that they are less of slaves to husbandry 
and cramping ideas cif the relations lM?tweeii 
God ami man. When one compan*s the Kliiiljsut 
with the stock from wbi<‘h they are i»priing, 
one feels that nothing on earth could have 
gtoppcfd them if they had all iM^en true to 
Go\ind and avoided fm*tioiis and dkmmslrjilg 
among themselves. . 

A few strictly orthcali^x 8ikhs are not pJeused 
with the management of the Diirlmr Sahib* 
They resiuit the pri’tsenctj of Braliiniiit who 
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are allowed to frequent the pavementy display 
idols, and rcKiite their purans. They are dis- 
tressed at the introduction of the Hindu rite 
of Arti, in which lights are waved in front of 
the Griinth after evening prayer, and they say 
that the spirit of equality among disciples 
which was t/iught by Nanak and Govind is 
not fully observe<l. If all Sikhs are equal, 
the Maxhi should ont«»r the shrine with his 
co-religionists hy the west door fi«*ing the 
Grantb, instead of l>eing forcwl to enter hy 
the north door which mlmits infldels. Also 
he should Ik? allowt*d to imthe where ho pleases 
inste^id of lieing restricUHl to the south-east 
corner, w'hero the water drains out, lest he 
should |H»llute the neighliourhood of hiothers 
of the faith. The truth is that, the Sikhs luive 
only partially rid thems(>ives of caste. Tliey 
w’ore able to sujiprc^ss the instinct so long as 
it endaitgared their existence, but wdien they 
became paramount in the Ibmjab and the 
Kltalsa was suflicieiit for its own needs the 
old exclusive Broliminical spirit returned. The 
influence of Ran jit Hingh's »*ourt increased this 
retrogressive tendency, and in spite of the 
Guru's teaching it is not always tmsy for a 
low-caste Hindu to lMH*omo a Sikli to-d/»y. Still 
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it is not always impossible. The acceptance 
or rejection of a convert is likely to depend 
on whether the majority in the distri(*t Singh ^ 
Sabha, or Sikh Council, is conservative or 
progressive. The so-called constu'vative j)arty 
wish to conserve the social j)restige of^ the 
community — they are naturally ex(*liiHive ; 
whiles the so - called ])rt>gresHives are really 
purists who would revert to the injunctions 
of Nanak and Govind. They are rt'aily 
re(*eive all converts whom tliey Ix^lieve to he 
genuine*, of whatever caste. The Sikhs now 
number a little over two million, and in the 
last ten years the numbers have only risen 
in proportion to the general in(*rease of popu- 
lation in the I^unjab. The la(*k of converts is 
due as much to ajiathy as to obstacles placed 
in the way by the priests. 

The lack of proselytes to Sikhism is a gocxl 
illustration of the inveterate Btubbrn'iiiiess of 
the caste-instinct among the Hindus. Here is 
a community who call themselves levelli^rs, and 
profess to destroy all class distinctions. Yet 
this so-called democratising influence of which 
they boast is really an aristocratising one. 
That is to say, it is an influence which is ready 
to catch up the submerged and unconHidered 
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classes and enrol them in a military and 
spiritual brotherhood with splendid traditions, 
every member of which is lionised in the most 
literal sense of the word when he puts on the 
consecrated steel and mlopts the title of Singh. 
If a community of equal repute and prestige 
were to spring up in the West thousands of 
discontented restless spirits would flock to it, 
but in the East one finds men born in a slough 
to which they feel themselves naturally affined. 
The sense that the old order is right is so 
strong that they arc loth to raise themselves. 
They inherit an abject trade, the name of 
which is bandied about among men of a little 
higher caste as an insult, and they feel that 
it is the occupation to which they are naturally 
fitted, and even acquire a dignity in fulfilling 
it wlii^h the European wdio has risen by push 
can never hope to attain. 

The mdftt dignified old man I have ever 
seen was a Muhammadan greyl^eard who sat 
on the yoke of the bullocks that turned his 
Persian wheel, revolving continuously like an 
automaton. His eyes were fixed on the shift- 
ing hoiizon with a prophet's steadfast gaze that 
seemed to penetrate the mysteries of the un- 
seen and dwell there inscrutably, leaving earth 
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and its illusions sifted, searched, and riveted 
out of mind. His great bi*ow was unwrinkled 
with the petty cares of the world. His long^ 
grey beard swept his loin-cloth in a way that 
recalled the most authoritative legends of old. 
EKs Hebraic fcwitures, cut out of marble, wore 
set in a repose that expressed the Oriental s 
unquestioning acceptonce of a lot, predestined, 
fit, pai*t of the natural oixler of things. The 
old man s yoke might have been a throne. Ho 
might have communed with Abrahamu He 
would have inspired reverence in a Cockney 
of CaralKJiwell. 

Dignity is conservative. It is the expression 
of content. In the West it is fiSHOC*iate<i with 
blue blood; in the East it is the mniitle of 
the humblest. In the West the lower and 
middle social strata are unsettled with aspira- 
tions; in the East fatalism inspires them with 
repose. In the West the baron— with six- 
teen qoarterings has repose immuse it has not 
entered his head that ho tui|(ht be anything 
better. In the East the Muhatnmadan at the 
well has repose because it has not entered hui 
bead that Allah intendcKl him to be anything 
different. 

The general reluctance of the low-oH^ 
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Hinda to elevate himself by becoming a Sikh 
may perhaps bo explained by the historical 
exception of the Mazbis. These Sikhs, the 
descendants of converts of the despised 
sweeper caste, w-ere welcomed by the Khalsa 
at a time when they were engaged in a des- 
perate struggle with the forces of Islam. But 
when the Sikhs dominated the Punjab the 
Mazbis found that the oqmility their religion 
promised them existed in theory rather than 
in fjuit. They occupied much the same posi- 
tion among the Jat- and Khattri • descended 
Sikhs <18 their <ince8tors, the sweepers, enjoyed 
among the Hindus. They wore debarred from 
all privileges, and were at one time even 
excluded from the army. Then, finding them- 
selves outcasts in a sense, and w'ithout occupa- 
tion, the majority of them became bandits by 
circaniHtance, if not by temper. 

Perluips*it was this continual state of out- 
lawry that stiffened the Mazbi into the man 
he is. He first served in the British army 
during the Mutiny in 1857, when we were in 
great need of trained sappers for the siege 
work at Delhi. A number of Mazbis who 
were employed at the time in the canal works 
at Madhopur were offered militaiy service, 
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and volunteered readily. On the inarc^h to 
Delhi these raw recruits fought like veterans. 
They were attacked by the rebels, beat thein^ 
oflP, and saved the whole of the ammunition 
and treasure. During the siege Neville Cham- 
berlain wrote of them that “ their courage 
amounted to utter rec^klessness of life.” They 
might have l)een engagt^d on a holy war. 
Many supernumeraries accompanied the levies, 
and when a soldier fell “his brother would 
literally step into his shoes, diking his rillo 
and till that he possessed, including his name, 
and oven his wife and family.” ^ Eight of 
them carried the powder -bags to blow up 
the Kashmir Gate, under Home and Salkeld. 
Their names are insc ribed on the arch to-day, 
and have become historicjil. John Lawrence 
wrote of the deed as one “of delil)erate and 
sustained courage, as noble as any that hm 
ever graced the annals of war,” 

These Mazhis who fought at Delhi and 
Lucknow were the nucleus of the Sird and 
32nd Sikh Pioneei*s, tht^ sister regiments, one 
of whom has l>eeii * engaged on nearly every 

^ Tbe Thirty - second Sikh Fiotieem' liegimeiita! History. 
By Colonel H. R Brander, (j B c:alctitUi : Thacker Spink. 
1906. 
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fronticjr campaig^n mnee from Wazirintan in 
1860 to the Bazar valley in 1908, It was the 
32ml who carried the gunH from Gilgit over 
the Shandur pass and relieved the British 
garrison in Chitral. 

So the Mazbi has ohtiiined honour in the 
Army if not elsewhere. But he is still ex- 
clmh^d from most privileges by the Khalsa. 
Stolid caste -ridden prejudice one can under 
sta?ul, — it is the rule in the East. The mystery 
IK how the flame of courage was lighted in the 
Mazbi ; what unper<‘eived eml>erH were smoul- 
dering in theHo heretlitary outcasts — men of 
<*ruHh(Hl aspirations. If it was the pride of 
iHung cnughi up among “tlie chosen/’ how 
was it that the stimulus survived the indiffer- 
oito<?, ingratitude, and contempt with which 
they '^verc treated? That is one of the 
mysteries of tlio influom^e of Sikhism. It 
may explain wdiy the Mazbis have always 
been among our most loyal supporters and 
are likely to remain so. 

Another class of Sikh who are reputed to 
have been desi>erately brave in days when all 
men used to carry arms are the Akalis, who 
frequent the Akal Banga on the pavement 
facing the causeway. These spare, blue-robed 
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fanatics, with their hawk’s eyes, iron -ringed 
staff, and conical turban glittering with hoops 
of steel, catch the eye of the stranger lieforo 
any other religious sect. They embody the 
spirit of hyperbole and beggar our conception 
of pride. The singular number is little 
affected in the East, but while most men are 
content with the unadoined plural, the Akali 
alone thinks in lakhs. Ho speaks of himself 
as a lakh and a quarter — i.t;., 125, (XX) men. If 
a companion joins him. then there are 200,000. 
When he starts on a journey he says “the 
array is afoot.” If he is lame he has “a 
hundred different ways of walking.” 'When 
he hands a brother a cup of milk he says, 
“Take the ocean.” He is a mendicant who 
scorns to beg. He “collects revenue.” 

Leaving the Akal Ikinga, I slij^jMsl out of the 
enclosure by a Imttk passage leading into the 
bazaar. All round the tank i iK>r0“i« a net- 
work of alleys, many of them r4io narrow for 
a beast of burden, yet leading to great houses 
with massive brass-studded doors. These back- 
waters I always think are the most fascinating 
quarters of gi*eat cities. I have threaded the 
same warrens in Baghdad and Benares, often 
with an underfeeh'ng of shame os if I wei'e 
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some prying Pentheus in haunts too intimate 
and private to enter inquisitively. One finds 
oneself there, and one cannot help prying. 
Just two glances, the vague surmise, and the 
rapid interpretation of it, right or wrong. But 
it is enough. One has intruded. A servant’s 
hand is arrested in its mysterious work. 3!%e 
sound of beaten metal dies away. A lemon 
silk petticoat glides behind a well. In these 
old purlieus the heart of the East is throbbing 
almost audibly. The men we meet in offices 
and durlmrs come out of them and masquer- 
title tuuong us in disguises that we have un- 
wittingly chosen. Through our imperfect 
sympathy we help them to select the masks, 
and then forget that they are not the par- 
tseular thing they seem. Only when w'e wan- 
der alone and lost among their secret places 
do we remember that wo cannot hope to 
know iiiucdi even of the most communicative 
of them. 

There is a small passage by the Kaulsar tank 
where, if one were to walk wdth arms akimbo, 
one might almost brush the cobwebs on either 
side. Here I found a house, of which the door- 
way within the porch, lintels and comice and 
all, was eighteen feet high. Two heavy doors 
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stood ajar, and through the wicket -gate of 
one of them peered a cow and a little girl in 
a purple velvet shift. The lintels of the door 
were of Shisham wood, which is like old wal- 
nut, intricately carv^ed. On either side were 
two corbelled windows with a corbcdled bal- 
cony between, and above a cornice supported 
by rows of stone peacocks, piiiple- breasted, 
with purple golden -starred wdngs spread out 
fanwise behind, A fakir in sackclotli carrying 
an iron staff with jangling rings stood on the 
lowest step and cried out a vtu'se of Farid — 

“Tliousands leave the world ever}’ day aiul none return." 

He cried it out again and jangled the rings 
on his staff, but the little girl and the cow 
paid no heed to his hymn of the obvious, and 
I passed on. 

A turn and I was in a busy <|uarter. In 
the braas market I met the Grantlf, or the 
Holy Rider, as it is called when on its passage 
from the temple to the house of a l>edridden 
disciple. It was borne in a palanquin, envel- 
oped in a yeUow silk cloth, and procseded by 
a band, with rebecks and serpuit -headed trum- 
pets. Four martial Sikhs strode l>eside it to 
an inspiring tune, fanning it with the mor- 
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ckhor or peacock -feather fan and the chauri 
or sacred white cow’s tail. In another street 
^I met the Yarkandis again. They were staring 
at a potsheixl which hung from the wxill of a 
new house, wdth a fantastic grin and a mali- 
cious slit mouth like a lantern turnip, to keep 
off the evil eye. 

I was lK>me along the tortuous alleys with 
the stream of indolently-occupied folk until I 
dehouched again into the square where the 
clock-lower commands the tank. Among the 
sights of Amritsar that every native will point 
out to you impressively are two atrocities for 
which we ar<^ directly or indirectly responsible. 
One is a hrand-new, re<l -brick, pepper-box 
clock -tower, which might perhaps assimilate 
with the undiileetuix^ of Iloltoii or IIuddei*s- 
0eld, I Hit has no business on the brink of the 
Watei>i of Immortality. The other is a statue 
of Quchui Vi(;toria. for which some municipal 
chainnan ought to hang. It is the caricature 
of a ghoulish old lady in a nurseiy rhyme, 
half wutch, half zany. Her anatomy is all 
higgledy-piggledy, and she is tottering forward 
without a stick, with the proclamation in her 
hands, held out as if it wore a bunch of 
speciously advertised potent herbs. She is 
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terrible. But for all that, or perhaps because 
of it, the country folk do obeisance, and rub 
their foreheads on the plinth. ^ 

Just about sunset I found myself outside the 
city on the great trunk roatl that leads from 
Calcutta to Peshawur. As the sun went down 
a chill sprang from the earth as sudden as 
the twilight. The incoming camels, with the 
urchins swinging on their rumps, loomed black 
in the distan<to. The leaves of the Ikibul-irees, 
creatures of sand, w^ere etebe<l in a pin-point 
criss-cross pattern against the violet screen in 
the west ; and the great pods of the Siris w^ere 
lit with the faint saffron sheen that proceeds 
from no point in the sky, yet suffuses every- 
thing in those few' conciliatory moments after 
sunset, gilds dust, mud, and adobe, and per- 
meates earth and trees with its mysterious 

autumnal glow. If there is a moon in the 

% 

sky, so much the lovelier, for then the 
saffron and the violet melt into the prevaieut 
hue more lingeringly, while treeH that have 
been unexpaneive ail day exude aweet fra* 
grance and flirt with their nhadowa 
Driving through the city gate I entered a 
stratum of warm air radiated from the mm- 
baked walls, and 1 was met with the cotnldrt' 
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able reek of wood and cow-dung fires. I felt 
that the very smells were manlier in the 
north, and I was drawn again irresistibly to 
the temple. When I reached the causeway 
they had just finished the evening prayer. 
On(!e again I was in a throng of men. A 
soldier on the pavement sang out the cry 
of victory, and I thought of the words of 
Govind : * — 

“ He i.s of the Khalsa 
Who speaks evil to none, 

Wlio coniljats in the van, 

Who gives in charity, 

Who slays a Khan. 


Who is awake day anti night, 

.A.[«d who never fears, although often overoonie. 

lie is ot the Khalsa 
Wlm protects the jxior. 

Who is wholly unfettered, 

Who mounts the war-horse, 

Who is ever waging battle, 

Who is continually armed, 

Who slays the Toorks, 

Wlio extends the faith, 

And who gives the liead with what is ujKun it. 


* The Tunkha Nameh of Guru Goviud. The translation is 
from Ounninghani's * History of the Sikhs.’ 
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The Sikhs of Qovind shall bestride horses, and bear 
hawks u|X)n their hands, 

The Toorks who Whold them shall fly, 

One shall combat a multitude, t 

And the Sikh who thus perishes shall l>e blessed for 
ever/^ 

What an open, sincere expression of faith ! 
and it is in tlio hones of the* Ix^st of them, if 
not on their lips. 
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Bkfoke 3 the inquiring 
Englishman has been in 
the East a year a sus- 
picion is almost sure to 
be b<.)me in upon him that 
India is more spiritual 
than Europe. It 
will either come 
th rough di pping 
in Oriental books 
or through con- 
vei’sation with some intel- 
ligent Hindu or Moslem, 
and for years he will be 
trying to square this new 
idea with w^hat he knows 
of Eastern character through practical contact 
wdth it. Instinct, tradition, reason, will deny 



* Sadii/tH 7i*k0 must cat oi4t 
of a A a man skull. 
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it, but something will whisper that this is 
prejudice, the Englishman’s inability to see a 
different point of view; and the uneasiness 
left by the doubt will be kept awake by 
occasional glimpses behind the inscrutable 
Oriental mask. Then, may be, a Hindu will 
tell him plainly and politely in his own 
mother tongue that the English are bar- 
barians, who search out the means iind miss 
the end of life ; that the Oriental seeks unity, 
the Western differentiation ; that the Orient^il 
unites, while the Western separates, mind and 
matter; that the Orientel seeks to be caught 
up in the Universal, the Westeni to dominate 
the Particular. To which the Englishman 
may be prompted to reply, that God will look 
after the Universal and man’s business is with 
the Particular, and that the aggregate of good 
in the world depends upon his attention to it. 

One’s first impressions of the E^ist often last 
long. The maggot of national dispariigement 
was put into my head a week after landing 
by a Hindu who answered my regret that 
the East and West cdtdd not understand each 
other better, and seemed to be drifting even 
farther apart, by saying — 

‘Vlt is a pity. But it will be all right, you 
will see. When Europe becomes more spiritual 
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there will be more sympathy between the two 
races.” 

^ This left such an impression on me that, in 
the midst of the material pursuits that occupy 
an Anglo-Indian’s time, 1 would often be pulled 
up by a sense of blindness to things of the 
spirit all round, and I would search for the 
expression of the spiritual life in a helpless 
hole-and-corner sort of way, just as an ento- 
mologist {>eers behind palings and lifts up 
stones to find a grub or chrj'salis. 

A few days afterwards a friend was show- 
ing me over a bazaar in Madrtvs. I did not 
know the differeuce between a Mussulman 
and a Hindu, and I envied the way he could 
distinguish nearly every figure in the dazzling 
kaleidoscopic crowd by some caste -mark or 
obscure difference in dress or feature. He 
explained the privileges and disabilities which 
differentiated each sect. He showed me a 
Brahmin who might not eat mushrooms and a 
Brahmin who might, but whose wife mightn’t ; 
and he pointed out a Saddhu who must lie 
on an antelope's skin, another who might not 
lay his staff on the ground, and a third who 
mast eat and drink out of a human skull. 

1 was chiefly interested in the religious vaga- 
bonds and ascetics, and my head was already 
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full of strange tilings when I saw three intense- 
looking men in white, bareheaded, with close- 
cropped hair, and Avearing a white screen over^ 
their mouths tied by a piece of string to the 
back of their tMirs like an eye -shade. Tliese 
men, whoever they might bo, w ere v(*ry earnest 
about something. 

“ What ai'e these ? I asked my friend. 

“Jains,” he said. 

“Kims Jains?” 

“ The siime.” 

“And what is the mouth-guard for?” 

“They have a holy horror of swallowing 
insects.” 

I looked up the Jains, and out of much 
conflicting authority discovered that the sect 
originated between 500 and (>00 b.(*. It is not 
an offshoot of Buddhism, as is popularly lie- 
lieA^ed, but contemporary with it, both creeds 
being the outcome of the Bankhya schcxil of 
philosophy, which denied the existence of the 
eternal, supreme deity. Tlie aim of both is 
to renounce the world and to 0 sca{>e the 
misery of life by exlinguishing desire. Both 
seek Nirvana, which moans to the Buddhist 
absorption in the universal essence; to the 
Jain merely release from re- birth. Both sects 
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were regaixled as heretical by the Hindus, but 
while Buddhism was persecuted out of exist- 
ence by the Brahmins, Jainism survived after 
many trials, being less opposed to the orthodox 
faith. 

In the north of India Jains and Hindus 
seem to live together amicably, and the Jains, 
through long contact with the Brahmins, have 
come to recognise the Hindu deities, and in 
some eases to admit them into their temples, 
though they worship none in particular. In 
the south dogma is not so plastic, and men 
have a saying about rivals, that they love 
each other like a Brahmin and a Jain. The 
dains* denial of the authority of the Vedas is 
in itself a suflicient cause of war. 

After reading nearly all that had been 
writte^^ about the Jains, I put my impres- 
sions to the test by finding out wliat I could 
of them from people who had met them in 
the flesh. A Hindu told me that they were 
atheists, and that they did not wash. A 
Baptist missionary summarised their faith — 
was a quotation, I think — by siiying that they 
denied God, worshipped man, and nourished 
vermin. Then I learnt from a Jain barrister 
that in old days the whole of India was 

K 
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Jain, and that Hinduism, with its extravagant 
fables, its degraded rites, and its infamous sac- 
rifices, was the conception of apostiitos from 
the true faith, which was very much what 
Abb^ Dubois was told by the Mysore Jains a 
hundred years ago. 

But, apart from those inconsistencies, I 
found it easiei* to get at a fair estimate of 
their secular virtues, from which it seemed 
that the Jains were likely to he the folk who 
would bring me into touch with the substance 
of the spirituality whose shadow 1 had Imh^ii 
chasing. So I made up my mind to go to 
’Mount Abu when the first chance offercnl and 
see “it there was anything in it.” I thought, 
perhaps, in the haunts of the (piietistH at Dil- 
warra and Achilgar I might become initiate. 


II. 

Mount Abu is swaddled in old legend; it is 
the Arbuda of the Paranas; it hag a hymn to 
itself. The maiwels that sprang in the old 
time from faith and the sword gave it a halo 
of sanctity even among the resorts of heroes 
and demigods. The Vodic and Puranic gods 
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played there in the youth of the world, over- 
throw the demons, and at the intercession of 
the Rishi Voshita caused the Rajputs to spring 
from the Agni Kund on the hillside beneath 
tlio Cow’s Mouth. Then in later days, only 
a few years before William the Norman cou- 
<|uered our island, the Jains flourished there 
and built the shrines which have associated 
the hill with their name. 

The temples of Dilwarra and Achilgar are 
miracles of elal>oration ; but beautiful as is 
the whole elTect of the nutiulapam, the colon- 
mules, the pyramidal sikras, and the horizontal 
arcluis supporting the domes, there is an unt 
compromising severity in the details of the 
shriiKs which are ugly enough if one looks 
into them minutely. Once enter a Jain 
temphr and you will never dissociate the 
sect from the images of the Tirthankaras, 
the twenty-four founders of their order who 
attained beatitude through contemplation of 
tiie Infinite. In the central shrine, approached 
by the vmiulaptim in the middle of the court- 
yard, the saint sits cross-legged and surveys 
the world he has renounced. His glassy eyes 
stare from his cold niche with a complacency 
that chills the blood. He is the personified 








MOUNT ABU. 


149 


tempt, but you feel that the evasion would 
be insincere. Tou know it; the image knows 
,it. He seems to say, “I am Nothingness; 1 
am Disillusionment ; I am Truth.” To which 
the intruder, if he has been nourished in a 
religion of love, will breathe a prayer that 
ho may keep his illusions for all time. “If 
you are the answrer of the great riddle, may 
I never see i)eyond the veil.” 

But the central image, w'ith its inhuman eyes 
and smile, is only one in an infinitude of 
ernbotlied complacencies. For the Jains have 
a genius for repetition. The cloisters, w’hich 
ni’O built on the plan f»f the old Buddhist 
viharaa, with twelve or fifteen cells to each 
arcaih' for the monks’ quarters, are peopled 
instead wdth the same image, each in his own 
cell, staring stonily into the courtyard. One 
figure does duty for all. One Tirthankara is 
the image of another. Nirvana has no moods. 
There are no grades in beatitude. They are 
indistinguishable, save for the symbol of the 
bull, the shell, the antelope, the serpent, the 
lion, on the pedestal of each. But there is 
diversity all round. There is not an inch of 
their colls, of the cloisters, pillars, architraves, 
lintels, jambs of the doors, domes, ceilings. 



150 THE MAimiE OF THE EAST. 


which is not carved in high relief with the 
images of gods and beasts, or both, finely 
chiselled in the white marble of which the ^ 
shriue is built. The whole effect is to tease 
one out of thought. Looking at it, I could 
understand the mood of the iconoclast. The 
destroyer of images appeared to mo a man of 
sensibility, a man who thinks and feels too 
much rather than too little, who is ru»t dt*- 
ceived by prattle alxait art. I could imagine 
a spiritual man with a little wanii blood in 
his veins running amok in the place with a 
chisel and a hammer. 1 felt that Dilwarra 
owed its preservation to its remoteness. Au- 
rungzebe would have levelled the temple to 
the ground. 

Here, then, was the spirituality that I sought, 
and it sent a cold shudder through me. It was 
beautiful in a way, Jis the work of Aubrey 
Beardsley is Ijeautiful, but with grotesque 
elaboration rather than simplicity. There WM 
imagination in it, the successful expression 
the sjpirit that underlay and dinxrted the work, 
the patient devotiotr of men who are oontant 
to spend a lifetime in the ornamentation of 
a niche or in carving the interior of ‘a single 
cell, and above all, the devotion of the founder. 
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Vimala Sah, tender nourisher of the microbe 
and the worm, who in the year 1032 spent 
, many millions of rupees, earned in merchaii> 
dise, in the glorification of the first Tirtbankara 
and himself, and for whom gangs of slaves 
sweated in distant quarries and dragged the 
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marble up the hillside. There is a shrine to 
nim opposite the temple gate, in which he 
appears almost as large as the Tirthankara 
himself, riding on a dropsical horse and at- 
tended by ten elephants. 

Another temple at Dilwarra, built in 1197, 
is dedicated to Nemnath, the twenty-second 
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Tirthankara, who, on the morning lio was to 
wed a king’s daughter, left the world for a 
hermit’s cave, and, what is more, persuaded 
the princess that this was the only thing to 
do. The guide-book says that “they lived a 
platonic life on the mountain for many years.” 
In this temple my gloom was mitigated by a 
group of soldiers who were going round at 
the same time with a Ihibu and the guide-book 
I had borrou'ed in the hotel. They were a 
little sceptical about the celibacy of the twenty- 
second Tirthankara, and none of them had the 
ghost of an idea what “ platonic ” meant. But 
they were too sensible to Like the place very 
seriously or to allow the Tirthankai’as to get 
on their nerves. One of the ct)ri>orulH halUid 
by every cell, and peering into it said, “Sime 
old fice,” or “Tliis ’ere’s Nemnath again. ’E 
wouldn’t ’urt a floiy, ’e wouldn’t.” 

And when the Babu explaitied that 
was a Hindu goddess, and her presence in 
the shrine was inconsistent with oHhodox 
Jain tenets, he said very much to the point — 

“You cawn’t get tlf<»6e blokes to drop any- 
thing. It’s the sime as they’ll go on korrying 
baskets of muck on their ’eads when you’ve 
tort ’em to put it into a barrer.” 
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This w«8 just what I wanted to say my- 
self, hut I couldn’t put it so well. 

Tlie old Hindu superstitions are deep-rooted. 
Bakya Muni, Mahavira, Nanak, all cut a clear 
path out of the tangle, but *the rank under- 
growth grew up again to impede and choke 
the way. 

An attendant tol<l me that on certain days 
of the yeiir a goat is slain for the shrine of 
Devi in the temple of Neninath, and the 
bloetiing carcass is brought into the court- 
yard, whore men have devoted themselves 
for centuries to the preservation of life. 
Perhaps it is true that the sacrilege was 
committed at one time in the Dilwarra 
temple, though it is hard to Ijclievo it in 
spite of the anomalies of faith that one 
meets with every day, 

To<l tells us that the Jain king, Komarpal, 
kept his army in camp all the rains because 
it was impossible to march without killing 
animalcuhe. Oil -mills and potters’ wheels 
were suspendeti from the middle of June 
till October, and no lamps were lit in the 
monsoon lost moths should perish in the 
flames. In Gujerat you may see Jains feed- 
ing the ants by the roadside. At Ahmodabad 
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and elsewhere houses are kept for insects, 
into which penitents enter, devoting their 
persons to the feast. Charity can go no 
farther. 

The strictness of the Jain t)b8ei*vauces varies 
a great deal, according to the sect. The 
temples dedicated to Nomnath and Adinath 
at Dilwarra belong to the Swetiimharas, or 
white - clad ones. There is another temple 
belonging to the Digambiiras, the sky-<dad 
or naked, who deny their women salvation 
and wear no clothes at their meals. Not 
many yeai's ago they wandered over the 
country naked, but now the police have in- 
tervened, and one seldom meets them without 
a loin-cloth. Neither of thesis orders is as 
strict as the Dhondiyas, a far less numerous 
se<?t, who reverence no idols, restrict their 
diet to two kinds of vegetables, and carry 
their ideal of the sanctity of life the 
of fanaticism. These were the men 1 saw in 
the bazaar in Madras. Aftern'^ards I vimtad 
the rest-bonse of their wai^dering lAiests in 
an old city in the Hinjab. 



MOUNT ABU. 


155 


III. 

1 wont to the rcHt-house expecting to had 
a partu'ular thing, and I fonnd, not the nn- 
expe<’te<l, as so often happens, but the symbol 
I lookiKl for charactered on every brow for 

any one to read, that seemed to say, “I have 

* 

done no hurt to any living thing. I have 
taiidcHl and prenervcHl all creatures alive.” A 
narrow flight of smooth concrete steps led 
to a chamlK^r above one of the city gates. 
I left my outside the door and entertnl 

with an uncomfortable sense of prying. Per- 
haps mine was the first whit<^ man's shadow 
that liinl fallen aeross the floor. But the 
sJaiiis were not disturl>ed. It was but the 
sliadow of a shade, for my conci*ete self was 
no more tlian a materialised illusion pi*o- 
jtieted for a moment across their \Hision of 
the mil. They were nearly all old men — 
some with shaven heads, some with stiff, up- 
right, grey hair, innocent of oil and water, 
for their faith forbids casual ablution. Yet 
they did not app€»ar filthy, in the ordinary 
sense. Their skin was dry and smooth like 
polished furniture. It looked as if it might 
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be kept clean with a brush. Their smell was 
their own. It did not invite closer contact, 
but it did not disgust. Uncleanliness with 
them is a part; of godliness. Thc^y would 
rather die than crush a wriggling microbe in 
the water. Precautions to the same end were 
visible all round the room. Every one of 
them had the pent -house iuvsect- guard over 
his mouth, and carried beside him a soft 
mop with a loop for the handle to brush 
the insects from his path. In the corner of 
the room were large vessels of milk covered 
over with gauze. 

There was a low murmur of voices in the 
room like the drone of summer gnats. Some 
of the priests reclined on mats ; some stood 
beside the pillars gazing into vacancy, or 
moved across the polished floor like the 
pigeons that flew out when I entered. The 
spirit of gentleness was palpable there; yet 
I wondered if it was due to genuine tender- 
heartedness or mere empty formalism, super- 
stitious habit, and the fear of injuring one- 
self vicariously. W5 are slow to accept 
strange ideals and to admit that there can be 
much in views that jar with our own. Per- 
haps that is why a suspicion was born in on 
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me that the Jain is humane by formula, and 
that his tenderness is unintelligent, conven- 
tional, tuid springs from no living motive in 
the heart. Yet, even if this is so, it does 
not condemn the principles of the faith any 
more than the conduct of modem Christians 
reflects upon their Founder. 

Outside the city I was shown the municipal 
rat-house and its Jain caretaker. Plague had 
l)een severe in the plmre that year, and 
thousands of men and rats had died. The 
elders were jiersutided by Ooverament that 
the rats wei’c at the bottom of it all ; so 
they i)re8<*ribod a campaign against them. 
Hut the .Tains and some of the more ortho- 
dox Hindus swore that, so far from alloMring 
rats to be killed in their houses, they would 
rather perish than injure a flea on the bock 
of one of them. So a compromise was arrived 
at. The Jains allowed cages to be set in 
their houses, on condition that the captives 
should bo housed and fed in a depot outside 
the city. 

On two twin hummocks separated by a trench 
I found the rat-house, and the guardian’s white- 
washed hut. The cage was a menagerie car 
with iron wheels, laid on a solid brick founda- 
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tion, and covered over with a stalwart jmruinl, 
— 80 pious and humane were these gotnl folk 
who provided lodging for God’s creatures and^ 
shelter from the rain. Large as the cage was, 
there was not room on the floor for moro than 
half the pensioners. The others stootl in tiers 
on one anothors' backs — a scabby, quivering, 
weak-eyed throng, consciously waiting their 
doom. A few hundred yards off, by a ruined 
shrine, under a peepul tree, we found the 
guardian asleep. Wo discovortHl from him 
that a dozen or more rats were inip(»i-t<'tl 
every day, and as many dual; als<» wlmn the 
place was swept out injiny escaptal ; so that 
the old Brahmin in the shrine had to fortify 
himself against invasion by more traps. Tht> 
recaptured ones were scrupulously retumetl to 
the cage. 

Being familiar with the cruel kindness of the 
East the new treatment of rats did not surprise 
me. The Asiatic ideal of charity to animals is 
to avoid being individually responsible for the 
death of any creature. Folk who suliscribe to 
asylums for decrepit cSittle contemplate suffer- 
ing w'ithout distress. The horse with a broken 
leg is left to die by the roadside, or dragged 
for miles behind a curt fur the sake of his 
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skin; the pig that is to bo removed is carried 
head downwards, squealing hideously, with his 
legs tied to a stick, between the shoulders of 
two men ; to preserve birds for distant markets 
fowlers snap the wing-bones and throw them 
into loose heaps in cane baskets. And in the 
midst of all this callousness, and apparently 
indifferent to it, the Jains go about with their 
cumbrous apparatus of salvation; though, if 
the gold is Nirvana, or release from re-birth, 
one would think that a kinder way to treat 
living creatures would l>o to tumble them 
through as many of the existences that inter- 
vene as possible, or at least make smooth 
their path.' 

When I rc^urhed the Jain rest-house it was 
an hour iiefore sunset, and the priests were 
coming in for their evening meal. The Jain 
layman who hatl introduced mo to the niaJiant 
as an inquirer anxious to learn al>out all truths, 
reminded me that after the sun luwi set no 
food nor drink might pass their lips. So I 

' An enlightened oonununitjr of the Swetamber Jains have , 
reoentljr formed an oiguiisation resembling our Society for 
the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. The movement should 
be quoted on the credit side by apologists for our hybrid 
system education. 
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took myself off with the understonding that 
I should come again and learn all about their 
particular revelation, whatever it might bo. 
But I did not see these holy men again, 
though I came to learn about their system 
through abstracts of their sficred books. 

Their Gurus say that Jainism is eternal, — 
that it had no founder, but existed from the 
beginning of time. Time consists of circles, 
and there are twenty -four Tirthankaras for 
each half circle. Mahavira, who attained 
Nirvana in 526 B,c., was the successor of earlier 
Tirthankaras who preached Jainism through 
countless cycles of ages. The Jain siicred 
books are filled with a fanciful system of 
metaphysics, and a cosmogony that makes 
the head reel. As in the Buddhist and Brah- 
minical books, time is measured on a dizzying 
sciile. They define the exact spiui of the 
different compartments of heaven and hell, 
the Jambu-wipa, or the earth we live on^ 
with the seas eneiixding it, and the dividing 
mountains and lakes of four humlred thousand 
leagues; the Kalpas or isons of time varying 
from forty million millions of years to a few 
thousand ; the sixteen mansions of Bwarga, 
where blessed souls enjoy bliss; and Narokiiv 
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where those damned beyond any romcama- 
tion endure torments according to their sins, 
•and derive what comfort they may from the 
knowledge that their sentence can only endure 
thirty-three thousand years. The thing that 
struck mo os most strttnge was. that a sect 
whoso creed is nothing but a tangle of con- 
fused metaphysics with a few moral axioms 
thrown in, offering no immediate menace of 
hell or hope of paradise, should adhere to such 
a scvoi'ely practical application of their tenets 
to life, involving more self-denial than any 
other formula or stimulus of faith. 


IV. 

To return to Abu. I visited the mountain in 
\ugust, a season when in the inter\'al8 of rain 
the hill-top is shrouded in mist. Abu lies about 
seventy miles as the crow flies from the Gulf 
of Cutch. It stands in the path of the mon- 
soon, and catches the clouds straight from the 
sea. In July seventy-five inches ha^ fallen. 
During the first ten days of August the sun 
did not shine three hours. The landscape was 
wrapped in the hooded melancholy of the rains. 

li 
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You could not distinguish a tree from a liill; 
a shadowy hummock beside the path loomed 
out of the mist liTke a giant peak ; a pool on * 
a plateau a hundred feet beneath seemed to be 
floating up from the plains. The scarp was 
scarred with cup -holes, generally in pairs, in 
the shape of grinning eye-sockets with streaks 
of lichen dejiendiiig like \vrinkles and tears ; 
and every now iind then, wdien the grey mist 
parted, you found yourself looking into the 
eyes of some ancient aboriginal hag or 
montory goat/’ huddled out of the rain in one 
of these crevices, like a saint in a niche. The 
temple of Siva at Ooria stood in three feet of 
water, and the lush corn grew half-way up 
to the architrave. The marble lingam - yoni, 
rank with mould and slime, looked more 
obscene than ever. Tlie court of Sant math’s 
temple at Achilgar was so slippery that the 
caretaker who show^ed me round had to crimiin- 
vent the shrine by climbing over the carv<Hl 
elephants’ heads that projected fron^ the plinth. 
An impassable torrent roared iKitween me and 
the anchorites of Guru Sikhar. The seven 
hundred pious steps tv) Gaemukh were a 
running water- course. I ploughed my wmy 

through the bog and rain, and sometimee 
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snatched a hasty meal in a cave beside a 
sad-eyed Bhil, feeling all the while that I was 
• seeing the temples in their right setting. Mist 
and gloom are congenial to them. The images 
of their Tirthankaras preach disillusionment. 
The sermons in their stones are in the same 
key, — a monot-onous exhortation to escape, to 
be deceived no more by the phenomena of 
matter, to sit down in a niche in the rock and 
resign alt inclination, to have no wish to be 
wa nn or dry, or housed or fed or loved, but 
to yield at once to the inevitable, and ■without 
effort or pain, to l)e-— 

“ KoU’i! round in Earth's diurnal course 
With rocks and stones and trees.” 

I saw Achilgar in the same gloom as Dil- 
warra ; but on a second visit the clouds lifted 
momentarily. Dilwarra is a frequented place; 
it lies in a hollow of the hill near Mount Abu 
station. Achilgar is remote and lonely, a 
village of temples standing one above another 
in tiers on a cliff. Dilwarra attracts you with 
its cold complacent beauty outside, and repels 
you ■with its elaborate, perfected hideousness 
■within. Achilgar, perched in the douds, is 
wrapt in brooding mystery. It is a ghoulish 
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place. The moss - grown rocks are pregnant 
with history and legend, spiritual and secular. 
The rocks leer at you with wry faces, con- 
scious of all that has gone on. Decrepit 
banyan trees lean on them for support. 
Hanuman, Bhairon, and Ganosh conspire for 
evil in the crevices of their roots. And at 
eveiy comer you tumble upon something 
which tells you as “ plain as whisper in the 
ear” that all you have heard about the place 
is true. 

The path leads through barley -fields with 
straggling hedges of wild roses, and in many 
parts it forms a tributJiry to the clear bub- 
bling stream that bisects the upland. It rises 
over several unduhitions towards the ridge 
that flanks the plateau on the south-east, till 
one comes to a spot where the image-houses 
by the sacred tank, the white marble shrines, 
the anchorite caves cut out of the sheer cliff, 
peep out of the mist all round, tumbled 
amidst the crags and trees in a way that 
tempts you to sit down on a wet stone and 
take it all in quietly. It is the mood in 
which one holds a long -coveted book and 
slowly cuts the pages. In this way the spell 
of Achilgar grows on you with a luxurious 
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doliberateness through a succession of sur* 
mises in which distances are confused by the 
wreaths of mist curling over it, revealing bit 
by bit with wild suggestions of the whole 
which the intermittent bursts of sunshine 
only exaggerate. 

One must remember that in the old days 
the Pramars ruled at Achilgar. They would 
be kings there now, folk say, but for the 
impiety of one who doubted a miracle of 
Siva. Everybody know but this sceptic that 
the god had put out his toe from his shrine 
of Visheswar in Benares to steady the moun- 
tain of Abu, and by way of proof his yellow 
toe- tail is there to-day for any one to see 
who has the courage to peep into a crevice 
in the flt)or of Achileswar, the temple oppo- 
site the wet stone where wo are sitting. 
The people of the hill know that the fissure 
lea<.is down to hell; but the unbeliever in his 
pride must needs put revealed truth to the 
test. So he built an aqueduct from a foun- 
tain to the fissure, expecting to see it over- 
flow, for which he was cursed by the god, 
and his race perished with him. At Gaemukh, 
on the other side of the hill, you may see his 
Statue in brass — a bold man standing erect 
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with hands lifted in the unaccustomed pose 
of supplication. 

Another witness of Siva’s potent wrath 
stands in the courtyard. Nandin, his sacred 
kneeling cow, w'as bruised and cuffed by the 
infidel Muhammed Begra of Ahmedalmd, but 
the god visited him with a multitudinous 
swarm of Iwes, which drove his army in 
panic to the plains. They cast away their 
loot and all their trapijings. The great tri- 
dent which stands to this day on the pedestal 
beside the cow' was ma<le out of the arms 
picked up in the rout. 

A third legend centi’es round Ji Prumar of 
nobler mould — the avenger of the gotls when 
their sacre<l lake of ghee was ileiiletl and 
ravinc*d every night by three demons who 
w'aUowed there in the guiset of buffaloes. 
The Pramar slew all three with one shaft. 
He stands on the margin of the lake beside 
the profane beiists, slayer and slain carved 
out of a dull blue slate. The l)ow i« in hb 
hand, and the wounds gniM* still to witness 
how the arrow sped. ‘ 

There are many other shrines in the couj’t- 
yard of the temple of Aciiiloswar, and in the 
image -houses round the sacred tank wherte 
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the black cobra dwells you may see all the 
avatars of Vishnu under one canopy. Hard 
by is the house of the Jain Mahant, its an- 
tique walls overgrown with fern and moss. 
Now the racing cloud-drift has receded and 
a shaft of light from the invisible sun has 
laid bare the fm;e of the cliff; and where the 
temples rise in tiers and terraces to the sum- 
mit. one sees a hermit’s cave cut out ,of the 
rock, the eye of the frowning precipice. But 
in a moment the grey vapours have recap- 
tured the place and engulfed everything. 

The ascent is full of mystery. A turn in 
the r<><^k and one comes upon Hanuman’s 
gate, black with age and rain, sullen, secretive, 
with empty cells on either side W'here the 
guard hniled ihe kings who rode through. 
It is built of solid granite, even now so com- 
[lact that one cannot tell whore the rock ends 
and the masonry begins. Drooping, melan- 
choly bannoi's hang from the architrave, and 
the gross red god attitudinises on the wall. 
Wat(5r bubbles tlii;*ougli the old gateway with 
music older than the Vedas. Framed by the 
arch in front is another lake on which dab- 
chicks are playing round a w’^illow island. 
Then looking back towards the kund one sees 
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an unexpected shrine on a knoll, the Jain 
temple of Santinath, that has been looming 
there all the while unseen, embraced and 
sheltered by great banyan trees, through which 
its marble walls gleam white and spectral. 

Beyond the lake one pjisses through a 
second gateway. All this time I had seen 
no one, and heard nothing save the cry of 
hidden peacocks. No dogs barked, and I 
b^an to think that it was for some festival 
that this little town, 

“ Mountain-built, with |)oaceful citadel, 

Was emptied of its folk this pious morn." 

But the clatter of my nailed boots on the 
cobbles brought a few fjwes to the dt.H>r, and 
a Vishnuite of low caste tittaclunl himself to 
me and showed me over the .Jain temitles. 


V. 

There is nothing in the architecture or 
sculpture of Achilgar* to compare with HU- 
warra. The Tirtbunkaras are repeated on a 
smaller scale; the carving is not so finished 
and elaborate; the horizontal arches, domes, 
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porticoes, cells, are relatively mean; there is 
a good deal of stucco and rude scamped 
workmanship. But the place has a charm 
*of its own in its mystery, its remoteness, and 
its unexpectedness. It is more like a lama- 
sery than any other collection of shrines I 
have seen in India. It climbs up the hill in 
the same way and looks over the edge into 
the same abysmal mist, and the deified saints 
stare through their iron grills in the face of 
the four winds of heaven. The pagoda-like 
shrines are four -faced, and topped by the 
jingling Buddhist Thke; lanterns hang from 
the ceiling ; the walls are painte<i in the 
Ciiinese fashion, with hills like hayco<‘ks out 
of [>erspective ; and the Swastika mark is in 
the centre of every marble square on the 
floor. 

Over the entrance of the topmost shrine but 
one there is a wall-painting by a decadent of 
Ahmedabad. The scene is a broad street, with 
a lamp-post in the middle. The houses, un- 
redeemed Europe of the Haussmann period — 
without grace, ornament, variety, or inner 
symbolism. The purblind inmate of one of 
them, a consequential Englishman, is strolling 
down the road, his hat tilted forward, a cigar 
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in his mouth, and a gun under liis ann. A 
naked Bhil with a bow and arrow precedes, 
and two truculent- looking policemen follow 
with swords. The only other figures in the* 
frieze are a pot-l>ellied Hindu ascetic, gorgeii 
and sensual-looking, and a Muhammadan flog- 
ging two bullocks in a cart. 

Here, then, was the other side of the 
shield, the verdict of the I'ecluse upon pro- 
gress: Europe through Jain spectacles. The 
maggot in my head, which had been lulled to 
sleep by the narcotic of pride, stirred again 
uneasily, and I saw my race as it a]>pearod 
to the artist — proud, cruel, insolent, overliear- 
ing ; no more sensitive to blood-guiltiness than 
the aboriginal Bhil ; inerctmary, Philistin©, 
busy and fussy al)out little things of th© 
world, with no sense of the brevity of life 
and the enveloping shadow of the Infinite; 
doing everything for self-aggrandiiiicmirat, yet 
believing themselves all the while to be the 
solo inheritors of the tliriH.^ cardinal virtues, 
w^hich they dub Christian, ami in obcHlienee 
to which they drill* the weak to their nc 3 eds 
and exploit them to their inatoriai ii<dvantage 
in the name of righteousness. 

The Jain artist had deflated me. I blushed 
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for the West. I was almost persuaded to be 
a Little Englander. His nightmare of civil- 
isation was BO real that I felt I ought to 
abandon the estate my fathers had won hon- 
estly, and leave the tenants to fight it out 
among themselves for the reversion, believing 
them worthier than myself. The graphic irony 
ho had put into the picture tilted the balance 
over with a shock. Asia sjink ; Europe dangled 
igneminiously in the air. A moment ago I 
hutl been blaspheming his Tirthankaras. Now 
I felt like the tourist who, having gone out to 
see the groat Roshanas, Buddhas of the Law 
and the Dragon, awful eni1)lem8 of change 
figuring the ceaseless conllict of material forces 
wutli the Infinite, returns home unconscious of 
their absliact significance, and repeats — 

“ The heathen in his blindness 
Hows down to wootl and stone.” 

“Where are the Jains?" I itsked my Vish- 
nuite guide. 

“In Abu,” he sjtid. 

“What are they doing there? Is to-day a 
festival ? ” 

“They aro in their shops. There is no one 
hero; the mahant is in the plains.” 
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It was true. There was nobody there save 
the caretaker with his massy keys and two 
or three of his kind asleep by the ashes of a 
fire. Two women sat by the gate and took 
it in turns to search each other’s hair; but 
they were evidently not of the faith which 
entails hospitality and nourishment to all ver- 
min. The Jains were in their shops. “So 
they are not so spiritual after all,” I thought. 
But I made humble excuse for them. They 
are merchant and money-lenders because they 
can be nothing else without destroying life. 
Agriculture is abhorrent to them since so 
many grubs and caterpillars are cnished be- 
neath the ploughshare. They are rich l>ecau8e 
they are thrifty and have no inclination to 
luxury. They are honest, as the standard 
goes, and on this account are a great deal in 
request in treasuries. But they are usurers. 
The villagers tell me they will extract the last 
pie from a dying man. I felt the scales were 
swinging back. Yet among their own folk 
their charity is large, and many give all their 
possessions to the CKurch. That is why their 
temples are the richest and most elaborate in 
India. All of which seems to imply that they 
cany out their principles in practice more 
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strictly than other communities, which is in- 
deed the case. Yet, after all, it was but a 
<jold and perfunctory kind of spirituality that 
I had found, and so formal and detached from 
human sympathy that I began to hug my own 
materialism, and even to suspect that the Jain 
artist had tampered with the scales. 

“Take mo to the cave of Gopi Bishen,” I 
said, and I was led there on my hands and 
knees by a goats’ track. The cave was painted 
all over with figures of gods and heroes and 
holy stiints whf» had dw'elt there in the past, 
but there was no one within. A hole slanted 
into the <iarkness from a cell in the comer 
leading to the bowels of the earth. Perhaps 
the hermit was inside. Perhaps he had made 
himself invisible, ns repute said he could. 
There was a human smell about the phu*e; 
the ashes on the floor w'ore warm; I felt as 
if I wore standing among ghosts. 

Wo scrambled down the cliff. At the bottom 
we found the door of Achileswar open. A soli- 
tary voice was repeating some litany in the 
dark. There was some one by the altar croon- 
ing over the fissure that held the god’s toe. 
The chant was sad and plaintive beyond words. 
A flicker of light sprang from the darkness 
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within the shrine and I saw fingers moving in 
the air before the mysterious dimly illumined 
god. They were scattering flowers on his lap^, 
The flicker expired and a figure floated into the 
gloom of the outer shrine, where its sandals 
lay on the floor before the sanctuary. It 
approached muttering some mantra and gazed 
at me fixedly without speech. 

It is the hermit,” my guide said ; “ he does 
not see you.” And I looked into the eyes of 
an old man without illusions. I was fac^e to 
face with the spiritual. 


VI. 


The stream at Ooria had fallen, so the next 

day I w’aded across and climbed Guru Sikhar, 

the highest peak of Abu (560(> feet). It was a 

stiff ascent up the slippery stemmy rocks to 

the anchorites’ caves on the summit, the kind 

of rough track by which penitents should leave 

the world. In the caverns of this remote 

% 

cloud-swept peak I looked for ghostly things, 
but found more of earth than of heaven. And 
I was glad. The hermits wore not so spiritual 
as I had expected. I liked them the better for 
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it. The anchorite in the cave under the shrine 
of Dadu Brigha had been a handy fellow in 
^is youth. He had built doors and windows 
to his own cave, his chela's cave, the cow’s 
cave, the kitchen, and the store -house; cut 
a clean flight of steps out of the rock to the 
shrine above, and planted trees and roses in 
the Assures. I found him sitting in his cell 
attended by his chela, honoured and at peace, 
with a look of quiet content and pride in his 
workmanship. 

To my “ Saljuim, Guru - ji ! ” ho answered 
" Salaam, maharaj ! " in a way that dissipated 
all sense of intnision. I called his dwelling a 
pal/icc among caves, and asked him how long 
, he had lived there, for I had heard that the 
Saddhus ot Guru Sikhar tnuist of the years 
they havt! dwelt in (heir cells, and the villagei*s 
<'f Oorin give evidence and take sides. 

“ Sixty yeai’s ! ” I said. " It is hardly possible. 
You appear still quite a young blade.” 

At which he smiled gently and his irreverent 
young chela guffawed. 

“Is that a well?” I asked, pointing to a 
hole in the rock with a gleam of bhvek water 
in it. 

“ No ; it is my cave,” tlie chela said. 
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“It is a bit wet just now,” siiid the Guru, 

“ BO he shares mine.” 

They w'ore cheery enough in their damp cell, 
and laughed and joked and smoked and drank 
tea, and the chela beat the drum to please 
me, and thrust a cane chair out of the cave 
for me to sit on, and told me with pride how 
his Guru had built and contrived everything 
in the place. Their granary was full, and the 
slef-ik cow reeked of comfort and homeliness. 

Tlie chela led me up the steps to the old bell 
and the shrine of Dadu Brigha on the summit. 

“When the mist clears you can see all the 
world,” ho said. Peering down I saw' a lusty 
young Saddhu ascending from another cjuve 
in the hill. I thought he was going t-o pay^ 
the Guru an afternoon call. Instead he <ilat- 
tered up the steps, brushed past me into the 
shrine without a glance to right or left, and 
plumped down on his hands and knees before 
the tiny image, dinting his brow with his long 
talons and di’agging his unkempt matted hair 
in the dust. Then he muttered some brief 
reverence to the altar, daubed his forehead 
with its ashes, and bundled out again. But 
before descending he banged the bell thrice 
to draw the saint’s attention, and while the 
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response was echoing clearly from across the 
valley, he was gone. I never saw anything 
so perfunctory in iny life. 

Guru Sikhar was the end of my pilgrimage 
among the Jains and tffe Hindu ascetics of 
Mount Abu. I found there very much what 
I had observed elsewhere. As to the spirit- 
uality I was looking for I have no more than 
a suspicion how much I discerned or missed. 
I only know that the Guru and his chela were 
the most human Saddhus I had met among 
the hundreds of thousands of children of indo- 
lence who spread like locusts over India, living 
upon the substance of the poor. In a land 
where apathy and supe^rstition are brcnl in 
the bone it is strange that there are not more 
of them ; tor to renounce the world is to be 
independent, honoured, fe<l, exempt from work 
and responsibility, secure from oppression, 
answcuable to no man. Their spirituality 
seems to mo the dead fruit of instincts whose 
vigour long since departed. Ritual and a per- 
functory formalism have suiwived the living 
impulse of the heart. The wick flickers all 
night in the much be-niched shrine, but the 
guardian smokes bhang and dreams away his 
days in ease. He receives but he does not 

u 
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give. The Jain, on the contrary, gives. lie 
suffers materially for his particular idea of 
the unseen world. Ho is spiritual, therefore, 
according to the strict definition. Yet if 1 
were to meet my Hindu friend again who 
put the maggot in my head, I do not know 
in the least how I should answer him. I think 
perhaps I might feel less uneasy than I did. I 
might put the case to him somehow like this : — 
“ Your contempt for our activities is all of 
a piece with the Asiatic dream of the Infinite, 
the Imponsonal, the Universal, the Absolute. 
You say that there can l>o no s]>iritunlity 
without religion, that our churches are emptj% 
and that we do not seem to think of anything 
but enjoyment. You call us mercenary and 
material because wo have a higlier standard 
of comfort, and because you see us busying 
ourselves with materiiU things and ransacking 
the earth for our convenience. And there is 
a great deal of truth in your mdictment. 
Your own spiritual aim, if you would have 
us judge you by your published ideals and 
not as we find you, is, or has lieen, to escape 
the meshes of material phenomena. If this 
is so you are. or have been, by so much the 
more spiritual than we. Wo are more in- 
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genuous and a great deal happier than the 
Indians, and we think we fit in better with 
^tho groat Artificer’s scheme. We are childishly 
pleased with the house He has built us, and if 
we see any way in which we think we <»n 
make it more habitable we tinker at it. You 
pessimists and philosophers are a very different 
kind of tenant. You smell offence in your 
mansion from the first ; you close up the 
avenues of your senses to it, searching for 
some narcotic to dull the impression. For the 
reason we netnl not look further than the 
bouse. Change bouses change selves. There 
is a bit of your own fatalism. 

“Your stniggle to escape seems to us the 
noglwt of a trust. What you call ‘concentra- 
tion* we cfill ‘abstraction.’ Also we have a 
suspicion that you appear more spiritual than 
we bo«*,aii«e you have fewer illusions, because 
you don't <jare so much, and that your ritual 
more than your religion has become part of 
your lives. 

“If we admit that the aims of East and 
West are alike selfish and inconsistent with 
ideals, then in weighing the atoms of our 
spirituality it will be our parerga that will 
count — the things wo do by the way while 
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we are pursuing indifferent ends, the Swetain- 
ber humanitarian movement for instance, and 
the impulses which underlie sucli common idle^ 
ph rases tvs ‘to face the music,' or ‘to help a 
lame dog.’ 

“No doubt you have been more spiritual in 
the past. You may be so now, but in judging 
you must allow for the tendency to separate 
religion and morals, ethics and conduct. One 
crosses a certain latitude and one loses a 
guiding star. Nevertheless one steers a course. 
My own comfort is that in the West sometimes 
when a mau finds himself without a clwirt of 
faith — whether through too much or too little 
imagination — there is an influence which pilots 
him as straight as the north star by aji intui- 
tive code which finds expression every day in 
some such phrase as, ‘It is not playing the 

9 19 

game. 

If I delivered myself thus how my friend 
would stare 1 His inward comment would be, 
“ A most unspiritual man ! ” and my defence, 
that the faculty we have of seeing beauty in 
the curve of evolution in which we are caught 
up to-day and hurried along, must imply some 
sort of limit to the materialism we are charged 
with. 
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Tice bir lies within a mile of the old city. It 
is euclos(‘d with a hedge, or stack rather, five 
feet high and broad, of cut thorn -bushes tun- 
nelled hero and there by the wild boar. The 
black- buck leap it anywhere in the five-mile 
perimeter. The cool chequered glades outside 
are haunted by them ; for no one would dare 
to destroy anything within seven miles of the 
preserve. 

It is a silent place. In the evening the faint 
distant sounds of the city enhance its peace. 
The bell tolls in Kali’s temple. The conch- 
shell of the Gurudwara summons the Jat to 
prayer. The Muezzin on the tower calls the 
Azau. But no idle strollers leave the city to 
invade the forest; no one visits these glades 
save the goat -herds and the little boys who 
drive their asses home laden with the cow’s 
homely offering to Agni. 
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Inside the city walls there are wise men 
learned in Eastern and Westena loro fnjm the 
Vedas to modern works on social and religious^ 
evolution. They could quote Wordsworth aud 
Shelley on the influence of nature ; they could 
capitulate the elements of beauty in an English 
landscape in spring. But it is a strange tongue 
to them; they do not know one bird or insect 
from an»)ther. In their own language they 
have no separate words for “«*hryHalis” and 
“egg.” I asked a friend once if ho had ever 
been in the bir. “Sir,” he said, “what business 
should Like me there ? ” 

The Hindu does not love nature. He feels 
no kinship with earth as Englishmen do. He 
does not wander in the jungle to meet the 
wild creatures. In the golden age ^^heii the 
Vanaprashtas retired into the forest it was 
with the desire to escape from nature by 
being absorbed in it. If the gi^oy squirrol or 
the tortoise played at the Kishi's feet, ho 
saw them swimmingly as visions crossing a 
mirror, the mere reflex of unreality. He 
dwelt in the jungle to meditate upon the 
sacred syllable “OM.” Grasping at the uni- 
verse he missed earth. To our own hermits, 
spiritual or temperamental, eveiy “hooded 
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Eyeball ” ohrouds a will, a being strangely 
individualised, who shares the earth with us 
,and a large part of our love. 

The tnith is, the Indian finds nature a hard 
mother. You might argue that the sparseness 
of her gifts should commend them. But it is 
not so. The blistering heat that cows a race 
into patience dries up the springs of occasional 
gratitude. The soil is adamant with drought, 
or fissured with the savage violence of the 
mousoon. In the Himalayas conditions are 
hajjpier, and men wear flowers in their hair 
and in their caps and go about their work 
singing. In .Japan a peasant mother will take 
her child fifteen miles to see a plum-tree in 
bloom. If the Hindus had loved earth as 
dearly, they would have driven the Pathans 
and the Moguls back over the mountains or 
into the sea and kept Europe in her place. 
But they have not cared for these things at 
any time. 

The bir repeats the burden of their pessim- 
ism. The spring is sad because sad things are 
beginning again. The coppersmith taps his 
metal rail all day; the peacock meorrs like 
a huge imprisoned oat ; the crow pheasant 
bubbles liquidly in dry places ; the dove moans 
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with Vedic melancholy; the Koel screams like 
a sick mans nerves atwitch, vocalised in a 
delirious sleep. And not a song-bird anywhere.. 
What echo of gladness can these voices awake 
in the children of the soil? 

Melancholy is the genius of the place. Hut 
I have profaned her sovran slirine often 
enough with other aliens of my race. Wo 
expel the goddess uncoi’emoniously when we 
gallop through the forest. Then there is a 
wild stir. Tlie ground is open enough in places 
and one enjoys a bloodless chase witli no malice 
in it. It is good to be out on an early cold- 
weather moraing, with the wild creatures all 
round, the keen air in your lungs, and your 
horses warm coat scenting the glade. The 
buck will let you approach within fifty yards 
before they make off; the nilghai nearer; the 
pig start at your feet. I used to ride an Arab 
that would turn in his own length and leap 
at anything that sprang away from liim and 
bite at it in play. Not that he ever overtook 
any wild thing except pig. The boar, of course, 
we left alone, and the fox and jackal slipped 
away from us in the long grass. As spcMirs 
and guns were not allowed in the we 
amused ourselves by rounding up the black-* 
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]Suck and the nilghai. It was not a bad sub- 
stitute for prescribed forms of sport. 

In the early morning we steal upon a herd 
of nilghai. A huge slate-coloured bull stands 
in our path, his head a little on one side, as 
if appraising us, showing the white tuft at the 
throat. The ungainly cows stare at us through 
the bushes, waiting for a lead. As we ap- 
proach they swing round clumsily and draw 
up again in thicker cover behind. Being ac- 
counted cows they are held sacred in the State 
and have no fear, but they are eternally 
curious. We boro through after them into 
more open ground. It is not a pursuit so 
much as a ride in their midst. But they arc 
olusivt iu spite of their awkwardness. When 
wo think wc have lost them wo discover them 
near at hand, staring at us from their secret 
daces as if they had never seen a man or a 
horse before. 

The nilghai lead us on to a herd of black- 
buck. In the open they would give us no 
chance, nor in the bir if they were leally 
alarmed. The excitement of the chase lies in 
the obstacles, the maze of thorn -bushes, the 
interlacing avenues of Babul, the pig-pits and 
fallen tree -trunks, and the branches, knotted 
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and thorny, reaching down from above, so 
that one has to ride sometimes with one’s 
head on one’s pony’s nock, and dare not lift, 
it till the shade on the grass is broken by a 
patch of sunlight. Riding blindfolded like this 
one has to leave oveiythiug to the horse, but 
my clover little Arab never abused the trust. 
Where he could pass there was room for me, 
and he was tis keen on being up with the 
herd as I was. Sometimes wo had two or 
thi'oc hundred yards open going, then the 
brushwood cut off the view again twenty 
yards ahead, and the broken vistos in it 
were alive and moving with speckled white 
and fawn, white oars, white l>ellies, white 
rumps and tails ahead, and often a jetty coat 
behind, the heavy black honis weighing the 
head back so that there seemed to bo some 
throat-work in every spring. The' young does 
clear every bush with a foot or two to spare, 
but the buck has turned, and is trottiltg 
sedately across our path with a sideways 
glance at me. It is gallantry. He is trying 
to draw us off, but the stratagem fails. We 
prefer the many and pursue. With more 
than two ponies wo can generally round 
them up in a comer of the bir. Then thejr' 
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itaust jump the perimeter or break bock 
through our line. Either way the sight is 
^ worth the run, for we are in the midst of 
two or three score of springing does and 
young buck leaping as high as our hoi'ses’ 
withers. We rein in and lot them pass with 
a friendly halloa. Then as we canter lazUy 
behind wc put up a sounder of pig and chivy 
a jinking sow until she is lost in the covert. 

There is no melancholy in this. I remem- 
ber one morning taking out a soldier friend 
who had beeai cooped up in Simla fur six 
months on staff work. On the way home we 
met an old Sikli riding whom neither of us 
know. My friend stopped him, and leaning 
over his saildlo to grip his hand, said in ex- 
cellent Otuniukhi, “Salaam, Sardar-ji. Grood 
momiiig to you. What fine ground you 
have gut here for a gallop. I’ve been hav- 
ing an awful time stuck in an up in 

the hills. Now I’ve come down to eat the 
air. This sahib and I have had jolly 
good fun.” 

The old follow beamed, and I remember 
thinking that if we were all Irishmen the 
people of the country might perhaps love 
us better. 
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The animals in the hir never seemed t6 
grow any wilder; I thought of them settling 
down again after wo hiid gone. Our invasion 
wfis like a stone cast into a pool. It was an 
abstract of our Indian occuputioii — our rest- 
less Western energies stirring and muddying 
the still waters of the East, but without any 
permanent discoloration. 

When I returned It was on foot and not as 
a disturber. The place is such a sanctuary 
that one can wander among its hei-ds with- 
out feeling the itch to destroy. Oiu^e inside 
the perimeter the ’cidal instinct sleeps. Only 
the partridge with his brave burr of wings 
brings one's stick to the shoulder. Yet in an 
hour’s walk one may have seen a dozen dif- 
ferent kinds of creatures that aie sliot or 
hunted — boar, black- buck, nilghai, jackab 
wild cat, black partridge and grey, |>eacock, 
hare, and quail. And in the cold weather in 
the comer nearest the city, where the biV in 
skirted by a drain, one hushes snipe. Then, 
stumbling on a shed^ tortoise shell or porcu- 
pine quiU, one remembers that there are 
other eyes all round watching u« unseem 
Stalking them on foot in rope-soled boots is 

almost as good fun as riding after the her«L 

I 
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0«o mood is the complement of the other — 
L’AIlegro on hoifioback and II Penseroso 
on foot. 

Has the stalking instinct ever been analysed? 
One feels it even virhon one is watching the 
movements of one’s own kind from a place of 
concealment. If the object of one’s vigilance 
is a scout or a keeper, the furtive sense of 
enjoyment that one feels is intelligible enough. 
But I jnust own to a kind of mean satisfaction 
in -u-utching folk in the street from behind a 
window, as if seeing them without being seen 
by them put me in some sort of way on a 
sujMu-ior footing. The sensation is quite illo- 
gical, unless it can be explained as a vestigial 
instiiK f of primitive man left us from days 
when f.sKl and life depended on our being in 
this i-elationship to other creatures. 

The Hr is seldom shot over more than 
once in the year, and the animals a**e easier 
to approach there than in the surrounding 
country. For this reason one’s idetrl of a 
successful stalk is higher. It is not enough 
if a herd move slowly ahead casting uneasy 
and suspicious glances behind. The buck must 
be HO much at his ease in your presence that 
he will lie down within fifty yards of th^ 
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place where you are concealed. The do© 
must give suck. The pig must go on with 
his digging. 

The evening is the best time, when every 
beast is stirring, and there are movements in 
the bushes and the long grass all round. 
Do^vn that chequered glade there is some- 
thing standing in a passage l>e tween two 
stunted plum-trees. The outline is too dis- 
tinct and the colouring too light for a shrub 
or a part of a tree. Yet one has watched it 
some time and it appears fixed. Maybe it is 
a shaft of light breaking through where the 
foliage behind is thinner. One is half inclined 
to pass it by as a dead stump. But it luis 
moved, and it is watching us. The herd will 
not be far off. It is no good making down 
that alley; we must work round to them. 
As we steal along on tiptoe we disturb a 
hundred unsuspectt^d things. A hare springs 
up at our feet and we can see the pink light 
through his ears. A bevy of peahen pass in 
front of us with a fussy, frightened strutf a 
pig breaks out of the thicket behind and 
makes off with a frantic scurry. There is 
such a stir that there seems no hope of find^ 
ilig the sentinel, whoever he may be, in the 

I 
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g^ade where we saw him by the stunted 
plum-trees. But he is still thore, and we 
have recognised each other. It is the great 
slate -coloured nilghai bull. Wo have met in 
the forest before. If I follow him he Will 
lead me on farther and farther until I am 
benighted. He never recedes far; he is too 
inquisitive for that. Wherever he takes his 
sttind he is still looking at me over his 
shoulders, so low in the quarters and so high 
in the withers by his scraggy black mane as 
to appear almost pyramidical. We dodge 
each other in the thick undergi'owth for half 
an hour or more, continually facing each other 
in a new position, until it becomes a minuet 
betwf>en the old fellow and myself, and I am 
tempted to mimic his affected pose. Instead 
I bow myself off, us who should say, " My 
friend, I must leave you now, or I shall liave 
no time to call on the others before dark.” 

I know that he will stand there by the bush, 
just where I left him, dreaming for hours. 

My next encounter is with a herd of nilghai 
cows. A pretty sight — the white insides of 
the pricked ears and the white tufts at the 
throat in a forest glade with the yellow gleam 
of the setting sun on the tree-trunks all round. * 
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Two calves are taking milk, and there is M 
yonng bull. I wonder if this family has any- 
thing to do with the enigma I have just 
said good-bye to, and if so, why he is always 
alone ? 

In another hollow a jackal is circling round 
a bush on noiseless pads, intensely alert and 
expectant, the snout just at the angle which 
indicates five senses awake. Is it an ambush, 
I wonder, or an assignation ? 

A little farther on a huge l>oar stands four- 
square in my path. I take care there is no 
challenge, for he will charge if he thinks I 
have designs on him. The high grass all 
round him is moving, and presently an old 
mud-coloured sow disengages herself from the 
reeds by a dried-up hollow, which is a pond 
in the rains. Her **nino farrow’’ follow in 
her wake. Other families emerge, walk up 
to the old boar’s pit as if they exfitjctad 
hidden treasure there, and finding none bf^gin 
to excavate for themselves. It is earnest 
business, and as far as I can nee, there m 
much toil in it and little profit. They work 
with a rhythmical miwing motion, putting all 
their weight — twelve stone it iimy be or more 
— into their discoloured tushes. Tlio little 
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o^es press together all round and watch 
eagerly. As for the issue, it is like watching 
a man fish. Maybe I am a Jonah, but I 
*have never heard the grunt that proclaims a 
truffle, or seen such a scramble as would 
ensue. 

It is getting dark. The little squat owls 
are leaving their hiding-places, and there will 
be no light to find my way to the road if I 
do not reveal myself now. I whistle gently; 
two pigs look up. I say “Hum! Hum!” ns 
only a human may; every head is raised. I 
declaim solemnly — 

“Wliy liiiRer, why turn back, why stirink, my Heart? 

Thy lioiKsi are gone Insfoi'e ; from all things here 
They have departed ; thou shouldst now depart ! 

A light is past from the revolving year.” 

Tliey are dispersed. It is an incantation. 
Ast cast the pearls before them the hammer- 
headed <!rew make off in clumsy terror and 
plunge across the open nullah, grunting and 
barking in dismay, the whole sounder in full 
fiight. 

All the earth is dug into pits by them for 
miles in every direction, not in the bir only 
but in the gardens outside Boni and in the 
crops of the neighl>ouring villages. There is 

N 
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tragedy in this. Old Jati Ram has sown h*® 
field this year with melons. The small plot 
is all he owns — it and the well with which 
ho has reclaimed it from the burnt rubble all 
round. The pigs know the green pateh welL 
They have been driven off it five nights in 
the week for the last three months. But 
one night the tw'o sons of .Jati Kam go to 
sleep at the same time, and in the morning 
there is no crop to be seen — only a mash of 
earth and stalks and leaves. 

Sometimes I stalk the beasts on a quiet 
horse. One gets a wider range of view’ like 
this, and w’here the jungle is thick one can 
see more of what is going on. One day I 
w’atched a battle royal between two buck. I 
heard the impact of clashing horns, and 
found them locked and so engrossed that 
they fought within a few yards of me. *’ It 
was an even match. They unlocked and re- 
ceded and butted again with a clash, strain- 
ing and heaving with every sinew taut. How 
it would have ended I cannot say, as there 
was a sudden press Jx> my side of the lists 
and my horse backed and neighed. For one 
second I looked into amazed eyes. Then they 
made off side by side to fight it out else- 
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M^here. The lady for whom they engaged 
was not by, but a peacock, six foot of colour 
from bill to tail, stood arbiter, and a pig 
* grunted in a thom-bush by my side. 

But, walking or riding. I think the best 
moments in the hir are when one canters 
into a quiet glade and finds all one’s friends, 
bla<;k-buck and peacock and nilghai and pig, 
at home in one place. Then to pull up be- 
hind the nearest thicket, and to watch the 
starts and I’eassu ranees, the stiff wheelings 
round, the momentary allayments of fear 
and rigid posturings, until one becomes part 
of the Uiil of a moving avenue in precipitate 
flight, the great cmrulcan birds flapping awk- 
wur<lly overhead, and gaining little on one’s 
horse. 

When I was last in the hir it was spring. 
Not the spring we know in England, lush 
and virginal with soft skies and showers, but 
a season of mona«.*.o almost. There had not 
been two inches of rain during the last six 
months, and if any flower had been hardy 
enough to push its head above the earth it 
would have been blighted in the act. Such 
drought is normal in the Punjab, but the 
Indian spring does not wait for moisture. 
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When the sap in the bough is warm^ 
through the fresh green thrusts out. There 
is verdure and colour in the branches over- 
head when the earth is baked liardest. Nature 
has these resources, and employs them like 
a cynic. 

It was the second week of April and there 
was not a flower on the ground or a green 
blade of grass. But the dhak jungle, or flame 
of the forest, 'was in blossom, the most 
prodigal growth of the year. It is difficult 
to describe its effect on Englishmen 

“ Who love old hymning night, 

And know the Drya^l voices well.” 

Colour appeals to one elsewhere in various 
ways, A hillside of heather is a good thing 
to look at, and a Kentish wood when the 
wild hyacinths flood it like the sea, an Alpine 
slope in gentian time, an orchard of apple-r 
blossom by the side of a stream in Brittany, 
marsh-marigolds in the Waveney valley, and 
the rhododendron forest under the enowa 
To have seen these things affects one always: 
even to write a list of endowed places is re- 
freshing ; to think that one will see them 
again is enough to make one in love with 
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life. But the dhak jungle appeals to one 
differently. For sheer gross wealth, for 
, colour and sheen in the bulk, t|^ere is no- 
thing in nature to compare with it. Break 
off a brittle branch : the flowers are packed 
together in heavy clusters, each one a prism 
of colour, orange and salmon merging into 
scarlet, silky and cool, of exquisite texture, 
with a calyx of velvety green so dark as to 
appear almost black in the distance. It is 
an insolent display amidst the poverty all 
round. There is nothing in Europe so grand. 
£Iach tree is a flaming scarlet screen. As 
one looks down on the whole forest from a 
high mound it seems to move in the dancing 
heat rays. Vast battalions are approaching 
in echelon. The Mahrattas have a story 
that in the old days a party of their scouts 
mistook a forest for the scarlet of British 
troops, and rode off as if Bimam wood were 
come to Dunsinano. 

As one stands and admires the slant sun is 
getting higher. Its rays creep down into one’s 
spine until one feels a fit of nausea, and one 
knows that every day in the next three months 
the heat will become more intense. That is the 
message of spring. All this green is spasmodic. 
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a flash in the pan. There is sometliing so omiti- 
ously inconsiderate in it all that it touches one’s 
awe. One feels like an impoverished coui*tier. 
Here is a prince scattering his untimely and 
extravagant largess, a shower of gold to staiw- 
ing men, when there is no milk in the land, or 
honey or com. 

In England there would be on anthology of 
the dhak, but the Indian is not grateful. Why 
should he be? There is something hostile and 
alien for him in the march of the seasons. 
The very birds chirp in monotones, and rei)oat 
a song us sad and void of hope as his phil- 
osophy. Earth is a sad nurs<5 ^lnd he Iwars 
with her stoically. At the best sht* hardens 
him into an armistice with her forces, and in 
the North, where the air is diy and keen, 
gives grit to the Kajput and the .Jot. At 
the worst, in moist tracts, she btfars men wditi 
are stealthy and morose, gloomy and serpen- 
tine as the forest that teems round tiiem. 

The love of oart;h does not quicken their 
pulses ; they have no (jien-se for loveliness. 'Hie 
people notice just the few things whose beauty 
is sensuously apparent, and their literature is 
sprinkled with allusions to birds with brilliant 
plumage and flowen) with rich Sfysnt. It lias 
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become the tradition to show a kind of objec- 
tive regard for these things; one must have 
• images in verso. But Indian poetiy does not 
dwell on the beauty of flowers that have no 
fragrance, and householders do not gather 
thorn. When they pluck the jasmine or the 
rose for their festivals, the buds are broken 
off at the calyx and threaded into garlands 
without stalk or leaf, or scattered, bruised 
and maimed, on the floor. Paper flowers 
dyed and dipi)ed in their respective scents 
please them in(»re, and appear more wonder- 
ful. They have no brotherhood with the 
wootls ami flowers and beasts and birds un- 
less it is in suffering. They can never hear 
Trit«»n, ui’ listen to the rustle of the dryads 
in the tre«>s, or wander in the woods of 
Westermain. 

As tilt birds of a country, so is the heart of 
man. Tlio nightingale and the brain-fever bird 
welcome spring each after his own fashion, and 
according to the joy or pain that is in his heart. 

I do not think the Englishman would feel 
so drawn to the jungle if he had not his 
tendrils in the earth elsewhere. Half his joy 
in it is translated reminiscence, as when he 
catches the /ghost of the scent of hay or the 
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wet smell of the earth after rain, and a sense 
is touched in him which broadens into a 
sympathy with all animate nature. It is a« 
kind of dumb inspiration, half physical in its 
sensitiveness. And it is autochthonous, bred 
in the bone of him. You will not find it 
among people who ai*e bom where efirth is 
unkind. 

The Englishman must have become something 
of an exile before an Indian spring appeals 
to him. For the first year or two, when he 
watches the quickening of the sap, he is thrown 
back on the old country, cowslips and cuckoo 
flowers under the blackthorn sj)ray, grey moths 
in the sallows and the thrush at the top of 
her note. The hardier, stringier things that 
are coming into life all round, despite the 
parched earth, are forgotten. He has no eye 
or heax-t for them. Birds strident, impudenti 
and insistent have no claim. But after a 
year or two he may Ixjcomo attuned to them 
even. The season will grow on him. The 
things that recur wdth it will take colour 
from associations until he comes in time 
almost to welcome the ftMjl of it in his pores. 

But after all, it is a thin vicarious kind of 
comfort that earth instils in these l^umt plaitis, 
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an uncertain attachment at the beet, and the 
exile knows it is not the real thing. The happy 
day will come as the seasons revolve when he 
will tread again the soft moss of an English 
wood. Then he will know what he owes the 
soil. Let him be in England when earth un> 
locks her heart in spring. The clay bank 
starre<l with primroses, the orchard with its 
daffodil floor, the starwort and the wood- 
anemone — these are earth’s messages to him. 
And the zest he carries with him over the 
world is his rei)ly, the response she demands. 
He enters the woods again as an initiate. The 
windflower is at his feet, and the spray of 
periwinkle. Just where he remembers it, 
escape*! from some cottage gaitlen across the 
valley. By -and -by he will stumble on some 
humbli^ friend he has forgotten. In a sunny 
«>l>ening where the wood-cutters have been at 
work there is a rich patch of emerald. It is 
the dog’s mercury. He has not thought of 
the small green flower for nine years. But 
his heart is too full for remorse. All the 
woodland is his kin, — the dog’s mercury, and 
the wood-sorrel, and the brown squirrel, and 
the crimson-eyed pheasant, and all the gauzy, 
furry, silky /things that go by familutr names. 
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It is because he has grown up with them and 
breathed the same air that he knows nature 
for his friend and is glad to be alive. And. 
that is why I often think there ought to bo 
an oak grove at Dover and a Druid under 
some immemorial tree to scatter loaves on us 
W'hen we return, and to recfcive our oath — 
surely an inviolable one — to the d<;ar earth to 
whom we owe what loyalty or love we may 
inherit. 



203 


ANGKOK, A PILGKIMAGE. 
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Buried away in the 
80 uth - east comer of 
Siam in the Mekong 
basin, to the north of 
the inland sea of TonI6 
Sap, lie a forgotten city, 
and a temple, 
^ without doubt 
tho greatest 
HjfjBB and most 
beautiful in 
^pPP^ Asia. If the 
-r city were 


.■4>ti’iU>r. ntm. known to 

Englishmen 

its name would be on all men’s tongues, and 
newspapers would profane it daily, calling all 
great and mysterious shrines the “Angkor of 
the West” /or the “Angkor of tho New 
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World,” as the case might be. But it has 
been spared the metonymic headline, though 
in France Angkor is a household word. • 

Nearly ten years ago I made the pilgrimage 
to Angkor Wat. Landing at Tavoy I struck 
across the Burmese frontier, travelling by 
elephant to the Tennasserim River, then down 
stream in a dug-out canoe as far as Sinby- 
oodine. Here I left the river and struck west 
over that picturesque barri€»r of hills which 
divides Burma from Siam. Once over the 
frontier my Karen c(X)lios tKjgan to desert, 
but in spite of their defection, a tt)tal ignor- 
ance of any language the j)eoi)lt‘ of the 
country could understand, and an equally com- 
plete bankruptcy in currency of the rt^alm, — 
for the Indian rupees I took witli me wore 
not held good, — I foun<l myself in a few weeks 
in Bangkok. A crazy bulhak-cart, some dug- 
out canoes, a sampan, and finally a steam- 
launch, were implicattnl in my arrival, I left 
the capital in a Siamese junk, which deposited 
me with other undesirpbles at the little miuing 
port of Chantaboun. Thence north on feot, 
vrith coolies for transport, to Phairin, a steamy 
basin in the hills, rich in sapphires and rubies, 
but famous fur being the roost malti^riotts death- 
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trap in the East. From Phairin northward 
again on horseback over a waterless country 
to Battambong, whence a sinuous little river 
of the same name winds into the Tonl6 Sap. 
I followed the stream into the g^eat lake, 
traversed the north-west comer of it, then up 
another stream between an avenue of alders, or 
similar trees, burdened with flocks of brilliant 
aquatic birds, herons, kingfishers, adjutants, 
flamingoes, and the like, who watched my pro- 
gress with attentive tolerance to the village of 
Siem Rep and the very gates of Angkor. 

The journey was rough and devious. But 
now lookitig back on it the whole incident 
has taken a ptirfoctly smooth perspwtive, like 
a long green drive in a wood with a glitter- 
ing shrine at the end. That is Angkor's doing. 
And though ten years have passed, the image 
I took away with me has not been, and could 
not have been, gilded in the interval. J should 
state this explicitly, for a journey is often bom 
of dreams and in the end reverts into them. 
The actual experience is a mere interlude ; the 
dreams endtire tmd become in time a very sub- 
stantial fabric. Yet if we could look buck on 
the past with clear eyes and see without illu- 
sions all thf^ the alchemy of it has sprinkled 
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over with gold -duet, we might well Hinile 
cynically. For, divested of this tinsel, the 
voyages we dwell upon most fondly have 
been sometimes the grimmest of pilgrimages. 
All desert and remote places seem romantic 
in retrospect, but how many of them held 
any glamour when our ego and its needs 
were the ctmtre and focus of them, when the 
immediate care was a dinner or transport for 
to-morrow ? 

And this glow that illumines so warmly the 
places won with greatest toil in our huddled 
and confused memories of voyiiging, lik<^ the 
sun lightening the highest peaks of a tumbled 
moimtain-chain, is not a phenomenon peculiar 
to travel, but a part of all experience. Every- 
thing acted and done with is transmuted by 
it, the more fondly us the severance is more 
complete. 

So it is not siife to review with any finality 
these wanderings beyond the outposts of civil- 
isation, and to s^iy this place or the othi^^r was 
a paradise to end one's <lays in. For the flgufe 
of the sun on the mountains is true through- 
out. At daybreak the snow-peaks are rose- 
tinted — that is, one grasps at a journey with 
eager hope. And in the day ^itself, be it 
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bright or dull, there is the searcliiiig reality. 
TlSen at twilight this is all swept away and 
once more the peaks are rose-coloured, suf- 
*fused with the glow of this alchemist, artist, 
optimist god, who transfigures everything 
except the instant “Now,” 

But briefly the origin of travel is dreams. 
One is restless and toys with maps, one dreams 
dreams, Uikes some practical step and is com- 
mitted. Some men are content to let their 
visions pass into the air like wreaths of smoke. 
Others, the fanatics of travel, are lured by 
them iinj)ul8ivoly ; they tread buoyantly these 
airy ciUulols. But to toke a step to meet 
them is to accept their challenge; after that 
there is no turning back. It is as if one had 
made a row to a saint to build a shrine or 
make a pilgrimage in consideration of some 
reprieve. It may lie, to ho delivered fiom the 
haunts of men similar to oneself, to l>e pro- 
jecU^d from this common place to that un- 
known and presumably desirable one. But 
whatever it btn, the vow is binding to most 
honest fellows, who, sooner than they think, 
feel the flints grow sharp about their feet, 
and find that the only joy in the pilgrimage 
is the fierce exaltation of seeing it through. 
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Nevertheless there are places in .the-^®Mt 
with a spell to which one must be instantly 
aubject, places which can gain little from the 
alchemy I have spoken of. Hitt is one of 
these and Hilleh ; and there are Kengham and 
Lhasa and Phari-jong and Kanburi, and many 
other strange and hidden places I could call 
to mind. But on me, as no doubt on any 
other white man who has seen it, Angkor 
Wat has exercised a greater spell than any 
place on earth. So that whenever I read 
of, or hear any casual talk of, the “call,” 
“mystery,” or “fascination" of the East, I 
see Angkor at once with its deserted terraces 
and causeways and its extraordinary unim* 
aginable secret, a splendid brave old ruin, 
showing no traces of any human meddling 
for the last thousand years, but fighting inch 
by inch its grim interminable liattlo of twenty 
centuries with the forest trees. 

And who could help being haunted by that 
slow-moAdng epic of which the protagonists 
are so Titanic, Angkor and the sacred Ficus, 
— ^Angkor, superb and' aloof, with its incom- 
municable glories, a desolate survival of some 
great unexplained energies that have vanished 
from the earth ; and the Ficus tr^, the shadows 
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of ^W&ose branches, arched and embossed like 
a cathedra^ have caressed the shrine for cen- 
turies, while its roots have spread their slow 
and secret' min? There^are no wittMsses of 
the stmggle save the wild things and one or 
two sleepy priests; and the movement is so 
slow that one feels there can be no rancour 
in it, for nothing animate or conscious, unless 
it ho the wild elephants, can live long enough 
to mark any new victory to the destroyer, I 
like to feel, rather, that the Ficus has been 
visited on Angkor, and the cjiress of its 
shnxlow and the caress of its roots are such 
inveterate JvsKociations, so dear to the lonely 
genius of the place, that the coining of any 
other agent of dissolution would l>o ns dis- 
tressing to Angkor as to its votaries. 

But I .am dreaming, and if I am not cautious 
may l>e taken for a romancer in spite of my 
care to show how thoroughly on my guard 
I am against those refining snares of the 
memory that trick us so often into bearing 
false witness, I am too earnest a votary of 
Angkor not to resent any suggestion of addi- 
tions; exaggeration would be as hateful as a 
tawdry modem flag hung on the battlements. 
I only wish to make it clear that while I was 
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at Angkor I was then and there devot!ed to 
the place, and that no after visions have haloed 
round that first image; that as my feet were 
echoing on its agc-wom flagstones I was feel- 
ing all the while, “ This is Angkor, a dream 
city, the most mysterious and vaguely eloquent 
place on earth”: not “Is this Angkor — is this 
all?” 

I slept in the ruins two moonlight nights. 
Directly the sun sank innumerable Imts swept 
along the corridors with a rushing sound like 
a great wind. The smell of them was like 
.some fo'tid incense to age and deciiy. Then 
when they were still I could hear the gentle 
stir of the palm leaves inside the walls. The 
moon had silvered them, and their rustle 
through some subtle fancy seemeil softly 
metallic. Now and again an owl wailed hide- 
ously from a tree by the moat 1 was once 
startled by a priest, seeing him before hear- 
ing him. The quiet old man glided with 
noiseless feet like a shadow. He lit a taper 
before a wooden itqage of Buddha, a thing 
perhaps not more than a hundred years old, 
part of the parasitic worship of the place. Ho 
passed me without word or look ; even in day- 
light I was a thing outside his contemplation. 



211 


ANGKOR, A PILGRIMAGE. 
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Thep there were other noiseH, sounds without 
reason. I feared snakes. Surely the sacred 
qpbra must coil here at ni{|ht in the cool pas- 
sages, where’ the Naga was reverenced cen- 
turies Iwjfore the birth of Christ, whort his 
image in stone, hood erect, guards the entrance 
of every sacred plme. 

By the main causeway there was a bamboo 
zayat for pilgrims, where I, the most enduring 
of them, if miles traversetl are held for merit, 
liad cast my profane chattels. Here I turned* 
tt» sbx'p, but lay half awake for hours spell- 
bound, haunt<Hi by that fancy of the day, 
feeling that all round me the silent ceaseless 
battle WHS being waged, and seeming to hear 
some faint labouring of the stones, the grip- 
ping of the Titans, Angkor and the sacred 
Ficus, 

Aud surely there is nothing outside Milton’s 
theme that is compar.'ible in measure or import 
with this epic. What are the struggles of 
nations, conquest by the swoixl, sovereignty, 
subjection, throes of onset, besidt; the slow 
eternal wave of destiny symbolised here, that 
immutable indifferent void, that in - drawing 
arc of oblivion which closes impartially on all 
strife and has numbered the years of the sun I 
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At Angkor one can measure the encrpacn- 
ment more distinctly than is possible in coun- 
tries which we call civilised, where small 
happenings as wars and revolutions distract 
us from universal truths. Here written and 
sculptured on the walls we can read the record 
of man’s pride, how five hundred years liefore 
the birth of Christ Prca-thong, son of the 
sovereign of Indrapat, now Delhi, revolted 
against his father, was defeated, and banished ; 
then with his army of followers broke across 
the Southern continent, devastated, destroyed, 
created, and was only cheicked in his eastward 
course by the marshes of the Mekong Valley 
and the Tonle Sap. Hero he conquered the 
Khomen, the then inhabitants of the oountay', 
and with them became merged in that extra- 
ordinary race which we now call the Kmers. 
But these Hindus, liefore the national type 
became assimilated and lost in this new race- 
blend, built the city of Angkor, and the tem]^ 
which they dedicated to Siva, the destroyer, 
figuring him in their ignorance with thunder- 
bolts and eyes of flame like a malignant fnry^ 
not understanding that shocks and violmioo 
are the least terrible energies of destruction. 
Yet perhaps if tViese old Brahtifins could return 
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and^see this Angkor which they built and con- 
secrated to one destroyer, crumbling at the 
Ijands of another, they might fashion a new 
god; and thb Siva that the wisdom of the 
twentieth century would create might be more 
awful than the other, menacing with no 
penalties by which any imaginable evils could 
be expiated, but passive as Buddha, I'olentless 
and expressionless as tlie illimitable void. 

But this Siva without fangs, the unseen im- 
palpable dosti’oyor, would bo a conception to 
paralyse all elfort. So that if the Kmers had 
any presentment of such a god they would 
not have built Angkor; or they would have 
built it siidly, knowingly, without pride, as one 
might saj , “ Acwpt this our offering, the monu- 
ment of <*ur littleness. For oven this Angkor, 
the work of a race, the labour of centuries, is 
as a gram of chaff to be swept away at 
thy nod.” 

But that was not the spirit of those Aryan 
invaders, whose gods fought by their side, 
drove chariots, and were as intimately involved 
in the national campaigns as those of Troy. 
Humility in the East is a Buddhist growth, and 
it was not until the philosophy of Sakya Muni 
|>ehetrated to the Tonl^ Sap that the Iwilding 
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of Angkor was checked. Five hundred ^oars 
after the birth of Christ, when the work was 
completed, it seems, save for the chiselling qf 
a single pillar, the sacred Buddhist books were 
introduced into Cambodia fi’om Ceylon and the 
temple was given over to the new cult. With 
the now influence the religit>u.H aspirations of 
the Kmers were idealised, they were filled with 
a sense of the pervjiding vanity of things, and 
the motive of this monumental labour van- 
ished. For it is only among proudly material- 
ised races like the Egyptians, Aztecs, Assyrians, 
and ancient Hindus that these inount-ains of 
elaborate architecture have Ikh‘u i-aised. 

Angkor then owes little to the Buddhists 
save that their tolerance has left the great 
temple nearly intact. It is strange to think 
that these ministers of gentle faith, whose only 
prayer is peace and the realisation of the 
sanctity of life, have passed to their devotions 
so many years along these cloisters, whore 
every inch of wall pictures a riot of carnage^ — 
Rama and Hanuman drawing bows, slashing 
swords, thrusting savagely with knives. In the 
wildest fury and hate, or kings going ont to 
war with chariots and horses and legions of 
footmen, and drawing in their train everything 



ANGKOR. A PILGRIMAGE. 215 

frightful or noble among l)ea«t^ — elephant, 
horse, ox, crocodile, and rhinoceros, — three 
thousand feet of intriciite figures inexorably 
devoted to ' the pride of conquest. For this 
place, so peaceful and remote, is haunted more 
than any other place on earth with the sense 
of dead strife, titiinic labourings to no lasting 
purpose, it seems, save a casual holocaust of 
huumii lives. And to-day, while a few passive 
devoti^es dream away their lives in this milieu^ 
the Hindus who conceived it all, concerning 
themselves in their brief existence only with 
tlie engines of terrorism and death, have passed 
away from the face of the earth, letiving no 
trace of their influence on the races who 
absorWd tlunn. 

With these epic fragments in iny head and 
confustxi inoralisings I fell ivslecp, a huddled 
anachronism, on the zayat floor; and after 
a few hours dreaming rose with the sun 
to seize a last glimpse of the temple be- 
fore sotting out to explore the crumbling 
palaces scatiiered around in the jungle — 
Bapuon, Bayun, Pimean-Acas, — all that re- 
mains of Angkor -Th6m, the capital of this 
lost race. I climbed the outer staircase 
-dinner there was none — on to the third 
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terrace where the three great pagodas domin- 
ate the encroaching forest. Below me lay 
the second and thii*d terraces, cloistered courts, 
with innumerable monolithic pillars, open 
within to the light of day, every passage 
a vaulted gfilleiy of bas-reliefs wdth image- 
houses scattered symmetriwvlly to north and 
south. Then l)eyond, the groat enclosure 
choked with palui-trws, interBecte<l with raised 
causevrays of flagstone, with shrines on either 
side, sacristies perhaps, or buildings dedi- 
cated to some special rite. All this ringed 
by an outer >vall, a mile or mui*e of 
masonry surmounting a broad moat, rank 
with lotus and frequented by coot and 
whistling teal. 

The main causeway leads through the 
western gate across a bridge that spans the 
moat. Tlirough this I passed to Angkor- 
Thom, where all this grandeur is repeated in 
fragments. The city is scattered over milofif* 
One breaks through a thicket and oomee U|M& 
a wall of bas-relief. A king with 
sword, and corselet is being drawn ,dn a tri- 
umphal car ; a tortoise is swimming In a lake ; 
a divinity holds out a lotus flower. One looks 
np and meets the gaze of a huge Brahmanic 
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face In haut-reiief, intact though draped with 
creepers and parasites. 

^ Then one stumbles against a massive gate- 
way through which elephants have passed to 
war; gross shapes of warriors peep above the 
lintel; on either side of the porch are stone 
chambers where stood the guard. The gate 
is topped by a imgoda - tower with progres- 
sively decreasing layers, richly ornamented, 
every lodge culminating in the sacred Naga, 
seven -headed, fan -shaped, hood erect, or the 
eagle of Vishnu, man -headed and intertwined 
with serpents. Here a trou[>e of demons afflict 
the damned. There the immense serpent forms 
a Ijalustradc supported by squat Iwwmen. The 
elephant h(<«ad of Ganosh sleeps under a green 
canopy. No one has bent the knee to that 
worthy old forgotten god for the lost thousand 
years. 

Then as one strains through the thick tropi- 
cal tangle one may come upon an unexpected 
village. A tinkling cow-bell, or the drone of 
some sleepy herdsman, may reveal- it nearer 
than one thought. Here is the path, rank 
with the aromatic Lantanum. A few steps 
and one finds a scene that compels moralising. 
For to-day when the Gambodian builds a house 
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he drives four piles into the earth, or peHiaps 
six or eight, not more, and stretches across 
them a bamboo floor. This, with four walls ^ 
and a slanting roof, also of bamboo, completes 
his architectural ambition — a draughty cow- 
shed on stilts. Villages built in this way 
stand among the ruins of the ancient Kmers. 
No wonder, then, the natives siiy Angkor was 
built by the gods. We ourselves are not ho 
immeasurably wiser, though in Paris the 
Musee Kmcr is devoted to the lost civili- 
sation, and the Frenchmen, Abel Kemusat, 
Mouhot, Doudard de Lagree, Ganuer, Dela- 
porte, Ihirth, Aurnonier, and Fournereau have 
written volumes on the subject.^ 

I should explain that my own journey waa 
the harum - scaram adventure of a boy who 
knew nothing about architecture or ethnology 
or Asiatic lore, but w?is simply captured by 
the glamour of the thing. Notes and investi* 

^ When the province of HatUunbong, 8iem Rep, tad Sim^ 
phon came under French rule by the Franco Biniueiie Tretly 
of March 1907, an impetus wan given the cult of Aipgkor in 
Pariii, and a society was fonaed for the preservation of the 
temples. The committee includes the most representative 
men among French Orientalists, arclusotogists, artinta, pro* 
fessors, and public men. The Secretary of the Soddtd 
d'Angkor is M. Fmot, 11 Bue Poussin, Paiia. 
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gatfons ! I took none, made none, never 
dreamoti of making any! Intelligent inquiry, 
I confess, would have bored me. Mouhot I 
had road cursorily, and attributed his amazing 
flow of rhetoric to “the Frenchman’s way.” 
But when I reached London I spent some 
days at the British Museum, and was amazed 
to find that Angkor had Iwen measured with 
a foot-rule. 

At first I resented it. And unreasonably, 
you may well say. For being jealous of the 
shrine, 1 ought to have understood that my 
own inarticulate wonder and dreamy rever- 
ence wei‘o poor offerings bt^side this man’s 
foot-rule and note-book. Supposing we both 
w'ished to sjiread the cult of Angkor, were 
both missionaries in a sense, as most men 
'unsh to Iks who cherish any incommunicable 
vision. And supposing wo were questioned 
about Angkor by an unbeliever. I could only 
gape and babble of a minrcle, while the other 
would bo quoting chapter and verse. I can 
inmgino the catechism. 

“ And is the temple of this god you 
mention very great ? is it as great as St 
Paul’s?” 

I could only stammer. “Vastly greater. 
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From end to end is farther than the stoutest 

f * 

archer could send an arrow,” 

But the wise votary would say — 

“The causeway which loads to the niuin 
entrance of the temple is 725 feet in length, 
and is paved with stones measuring four feet 
in length and two in breadth. The outer wall, 
about half a mile square, is built of sandstone, 
with gateways upon each side, which are 
handsomely carved with gods and dragons, 
arabesques and intricate scrolls. Upon the 
western side is the main gateway, and pars- 
ing througli this, and up a causeway for a 
distance of a thousand feet, you arrive at the 
main entrance of the temple. The foundations 
of Angkor Wat are ten feet in height, and 
massively built of volcanic rock. The entire 
edifice, which is raised on three terraces, the 
one about thirty feet above the other, includ- 
ing the roof, is of stone, but without cement, 
and so closely fitting are the joints as even 
now to be scarcely discernible. The shape of 
the building is oblong, being 706 feet in length 
and 588 feet in width, while the highest central 
pagoda rises some 250 feet above the ground, 
and four others at the angles of the court are 
,each about 150 feet in height.” • 
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Then the unbeliever, impressed, would ask — 

“And is the temple of this god beautiful? 
Is it sculptured and ornamented like the cathe- 
dral of Amiens?” 

Here the impotence of words would be an 
agony to me. But the man of deeds, now 
ray ally, would be ready with his hard gospel 
of facts. 

“The gallery of sculpture, which forms the 
exterior of the temple, consists of over half 
n million of continuous pictures, cut in basso- 
relievo upon sandstone slabs six feet in width, 
and ropi*esenting subjects taken from the 
Hindu mythology. Entire scenes from the 
Ramayana are j>ictured, one of which occu- 
pim 240 feet of the wall. Gn the walls are 
sculptured the immense number of 100,000 
separate figures." 

So 1 came to treasure these statistics, learnt 
them by rote, and c-anie in time almost to 
believe that I had measured Angkor m3rself. 
Equipjied with this testament I might speak 
out boldly of the shrine and crush the incredu- 
lous with the weight of facts. I remembered 
the idle curiosity with which I had turned over 
Mouhot’s pages before the pilgrimage, how 
casually I* had listened to his outiMurings. 
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**A la vue de ce temple Tesprit 8o sent ckyhis^ 
rimagination suriiassc^e,” he had written, with 
all moderation as I learnt afterwards, and in 
the fulness of his heart. But to me the 
words had seemed vain, the speech of a blind 
seer, a Nabi ; they conjured up nothing save 
an impatient glimpse of an excited French- 
man. Tlie thought t)f this injustice made me 
timid in speaking of Angkor. To others who 
had not seen my words also might appear 
vain. I was not more ardent, deservcMl no 
better, than this Mouhot who had left me so 
cynically cold and sceptical. Clejirly if I 
wished any one to believe nu^ I must Ih! 
more reticent. I would be guarded. Then I 
discovered the disciple with the foot-rule and 
had only to say “Amen.” 

But that was ten yeara ago. To-day there 
ought to be no need of proselytising. Do you 
claim that there i.s any other shrine half so 
grand and imiiressivo, listen to the burning 
words of the ijilgrims Gamier and MouhoL 
Do you deny that Angkor wits the cradle of 
a race of kings, turn to the bas-reliefs, read 
the inscriptions in Kmor find Sanscrit trans- 
lated by the Orientalists Barth and Aumonier. 
Are you sceptical alxiut th© splendour, extentf 
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and astonishing beauty of the place, scan the 
mdhsuroments of Vincent, then turn to the 
sumptuous tomes of Foumcreau and Porcher, 
spread out the hundred plates, and bow the 
knee converted. 

Still, in spite of all this literature and inves- 
tigation, there is much mystery veiling the 
history of Angkor which Orientalists have 
l»eon unable to |)onctrate. These Kmers were 
half Hindus, and derived, one might think, 
their architectural inspirations from Hindu 
sources. In many respects the designs of 
Prea-thong and his descendants are identical 
with those of Hindustan. Yet there are some 
essential chanicteristics, the arch and vaulted 
rotif for instance, which are not traceable to 
Aryan nnsiels. The Kmers owed nothing to 
China, nor could tliey have been inspired by 
the Khomon, the original inhabitants of the 
land. What then is the origin of these traits? 
And how are we to account for the extra- 
ordinary analogies that Foumereau has traced 
between the Kmer and the Egyptian temples 
and the Kmer and Assyrian sculpture and 
bas-reliefs? That is a secret which the stones 
of Angkor have not revealed. 

Angkor li^a played me the same trick as it 



234 THE MANTLE OF THE EAST. 


did Mouhot. It has lurod me into rhod6mon- 
tades. I can. only babble incoherently of^ its 
charm. I have not attempted to describe its 
architecture. And this is not because I cannot 
see the shnne and romemlHU*, as I think, every 
stone and cun’^o of it, but because I would have 
no joy in the task, even if I could succeed. To 
me the appeal of the place is purely emotional ; 
I have fallen under the spell and wish others 
to feel its intensity. I simply proclaim the pre- 
eminence of Angkor over all other shrines. I 
am the Nabi on whom has descended Mouhot’s 
mantle, the muezzin on the tower. Maylx* 
there are folk listening in the street wlu» will 
hear the call and distinguish in my voice the 
ring of truth. 
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Thk MowlomH Hay that the Christian cannot 
prsy, and tlic charge as a general istitioii ih 
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dicean wishes to be reverent when he addresses 
his Maker, but at the same time he is aiFraid 
of creasing his trousers. So he neither site 
nor kneels, but lolls forward in his pew with 
as much concern for his coat-tails as his nether 
garments. The Moslem cannot reconcile this 
position with prayer. He is never familiar in 
the House of God. He prides himself on the 
spot of mud or gravel on his forehead which 
marks the fervour of his devotions. This is 
true not of the devout only ; every son of 
Islam worships in the same manner, with the 
same intense concentration, and as he gazes 
towards tlie Kaaba he feels that he is stand- 
ing in the Durbar of God. 

The Jamma Masjid at Delhi answers Burti>ii s 
description of the mosque at Mecca. It is 
“grand and simple, the expression of a single 
sublime idea.” It is in large open spaces, in 
broad and clean courts, in the bright light of 
the sun that man appeals most sincerely to 
God. The Moslems do not approach their 
Maker darkly or in any timid or huckstering 
spirit. The mosque m designed for the expan- 
sion of the soul. The plan of it was conceived 
in the desert and inspired by an illimitable 
horizon. There is nothing obscure or fantastic 
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about ‘it. It contains no images or tortuous 
(lesi|pQs. 

^ Shah Johan built the Jamma Masjid on a 
rock, but the masons worked so cunningly 
that you would think the giant basement, 
30 ft. high and 1400 square yards in area, was 
their own foundation. The rock stands outside 
the city fronting the fort, so that the mosque 
is not crumped or hidden among meaner 
buildings. It stands out as a landmark, the 
visible heart of the place. 

One steamy Friday morning in August I 
went to the masjid to watch the Muhammadans 
at prny«»r. I an'ived there two hours before 
the servjc<*. I’lio sky was the colour of gun- 
metJil, and distant thunder rumbled threaten- 
ingly. Presently a few drops spattered on the 
court. Then the rain fell with slow deliberate 
insisteuce, M'ith the hidden gleam of metallic 
sunshine in it, and the shadows of the minarets 
lay glimmering on the red sandstone in one 
piece with the substance, striated hero and 
there with veins where the flags joined. The 
golden spire in the air, and the mirrored 
image of it, lay in one straight line at the 
same distance from the base. 

The main fabric of the mosque, the walls. 



228 THE MANTLE OP THE EAST, 

domes, cloisters, courtyard are of red sand- 
stone, the points and salient features of \fhite 
marble. The two groat minarets are veine<| 
with white marble in the shape of elongated 
oars, the blade pointing upwards. Their re- 
flections quivering on the fl<K>r as the min 
pattered on them outshone the substonee. 

The slow rain did not make the air anj^ 
cooler. The flags seemed to absorb it and then 
perspire. In the intervals where the puddles 
had dried one could almost see and hoar the 
steam rise. 

Already at eleven a few stragglers sat or 
slept on the marble praying - flags in the 
arcades. Many of them wtu'e strangers from 
the distant frontiers of India, men whow eyes 
tell of a life remote from kit^kshaws and 
bauhles, passed amidst the hills where the 
breath of the apostle stirs the diseiph^ like 
a gust among the leaves, men who pray on 
foot and on horseback. It must bare been 
some green- turbaiied, snowy-bearded old patri- 
arch like the one lc5aning against the pillar 
* 

who incited the Khasrogis to revolt, lliey 
listened to him one moonlesH night lui the 
British were marching through their vaU<^. 
It was just the flicker of an ember that made 
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all tbcf difference. As the fire was dying out 
a brlind rolled over and lighted up the group 
and gave a wilder light to the prophet's eyes 
as he denounced the degenerate sons of Islam. 
From such stock have Mahdis sprung. 

A moulvie of the mosque drew me aside to 
a relic-house in the north cloister, where he 
showed me a red hair of the prophet’s hefird, 
a slipper he had worn, a print of his foot in 
stone, and some text of the Korun in the 
handwriting of the martyred Ali and his son 
Hussain. The r«;lics had bet'ii brought into 
India by Timur. 

At twelve! I was led to my point of obser- 
vation on the tower over the east gateway. 
The p<!oplo c»f the city wore beginning to pour 
into the nios{[ue. Soon every praying sjMico 
in the cl oisters was taken up, and the great 
courtyard began to fill. The praying - mats 
were thrown on the wet flags; those who hjid 
none knelt in the puddles. The stream from 
the north and south gates grow in volume, 
and when the Imatn mounted the pulpit men 
came in running ; shopkeepers, clerks, lawyers, 
doctors, artisans, all left their work to pray. 
It was the blood in the arteries of the place 
pulsing to tho heart 
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I looked down ui)on a level sea of tdrbans. 
A few freshets w'ere moving on its surfacOf 
the pious prelude to the rhythmic swell. The, 
whole multitude were hushed in expectation. 
Then the muezzin from the tower called the 
Azan, and the cry went up from the w^or- 
shippers in one voice. 

When the echo had died away the Imam 
mounted the pulpit, and the tremendous w ords 
of the Khutbah rang out clear and resonant. 

“Can ye stay on tire for any length of time? 
Why heed ye not? Your hearts are harder 
than stone, for out of the bosom of stone sweet 
fountoins gush, while ye listen and hoed not. 

*‘Why heed ye not? It is He wdio hoa 
moulded you in the w'omb, He who lias given 
you ears and eyes and hearts, — He the AIL 
Powerful, the Wise, the Kesistless. And 
heed not. 

“Can ye stay on fire for any length of 

time? He is the All-Powerful Protector of 

the innocent. He is the Kesistlesa Setourge of 

the guilty. He is the Glorious Sovereign 

% 

who has created all tlangs and given them 
form. His praises are sung on earth and in 
the heavens at the time of the awakening of 
the birds. And ye heed not. • 



THE JAMMA MA8JID- 231 

“Thtjre 18 no one worthy , of adoration but 
He. * And Muhammad — blessings be on his 
^soul — is His true Apostle and Messenger. 
Sons of Adq^m arise, and remember ” 

The sermon ended, the Imam called the 
takbi7\ ** All&ho- Akbar. AUaho-Akbar.” The 
sea of white bodies rose with one impulse, 
thousands of white backs and turbans all in 
a line like serried breakers poised to fall. As 
the cry wont up from the pulpit the crests 
swayoil forward as one ; they were suspended 
a moment tetween the erect and prone; then 
at a word they rose again and sank to earth, 
every brow pressed to the marble of the flags, 
not a head to be seen of that vast multi- 
tude, only the soles of the feet, — a hundred 
thousand white stones on the sea -shore, an 
illimitiildo flock of sheep in repose, or a magic 
granary in romance awaiting the enchanters 
wand for some mystic transformation. Again 
the words were spoken, and a reanimating 
tlirill pulsed through. They rose with a 
solemn stir and rustle, like ghosts in their 
winding-sheets on the day of do<un. 

All the while the service was going on 
belated w^orshippors came flocking in. They 
made a hasty ablution in the marble tank in 
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the centre of the coui'tyard, and foil into line. 

I felt that I was in the centre of Islam, which 
was indeed the case. The banks of the Jumna^ 
have always been the Muhammadan strong- 
hold in Hindustan. From the mnbatthMl para- 
pet of the tower over the east gateway one 
surveys a great expanse of ruined cities pressed 
together or superimposed as the hungry gen- 
erations trod one another down/’ Forty-five 
square miles are covered with their tombs, so 
that one c^innot walk or ride anywliere with- 
out blundering ui)c>n them. They are the relics 
of the strife of Islam. 

Studded over the plain rise the mauHolea of 
emperors and kings, t*aeh the citadel of its own 
necropolis, where the relatives they assassinate 
the women they loved or jait away, the soldienn 
and coui-tiei"8 who fell by intrigiu*, treachery, 
or caprice, or whose adherence cost them thidr 
lives, lie around, witnc'fsses of their passing 
greatness. 

In the background of time, ages Iwfore Islam, 
the Panda va heroes of the Mahahhamtii fought 
in the plain, and were succcmmJchI by th«^ CSho- 
ban kings of Indraiwit The name Btill clings 
to the site in the ruins of old Delhi, but all 
traces of |the Hindu rdgime lie buried undfeir 



THE JAMMA MA8JID. 233 

the strata ot six Islamic dynasties. The Kutub 
Miliar, which one sees rising superbly above 
, the purple wooded horizon in the south, was 
built by Kutub-ud-Din, the first slave king of 
Delhi, in 1206. A hundred years later the 
Pathan dynasty of Khilgi flourished, and de- 
spoiled the old Hindu temples, using the debris 
of idols to pave their mosques. The Tughlak, 
Saiyad, Lodi dynasties succeeded over the 
space of two centuries, with many invasions 
and interregna, until in 1494 the Moghal 
star rose under Habar. It set for ever in 
1857, when Hodgson dragged the old Emperor, 
Muhammad Shah, from his linking - place in 
Humayun’s tomb. The Jamma Masjid stands 
in a line lM‘twen two tow^ers. Eleven miles 
to the siHith the Kutub Minar marks the 
lieginning of the Muhammadan supr<»raacy. 
'•'wo mil«8 to the north the Mutiny memorial 
marks its close, the passing of the last phan- 
tom of its sway. 

Every Friday in the mosques of Islam hun- 
dreds of thousands of Muhammadans nourish 
the flame that has ravaged three continents. 
If empires are still built on the foundations 
of faith, one would think that the sons of 
the prophet ^nust inherit the earth, but they 
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are weakened like other cominunitie« by* sects 
and schisms. In another mosque outside ^the 
city men are laying the palms of their hands 
on their thighs as they look towards Mecca 
instead of folding them on their breasts. 
These are the Shiahs who acknowledge no 
Imam but Ali. the son-in-law of the prophet, 
and his direct descendants. In moments of 
controversy they hate tfie Sunnis with more 
passion than disciples of oj)posing faiths. 
When they meet them in tlu' Mohurrnm 
carrying their long-bannercnl i)oles and chant- 
ing hymns in praise of Abu Hakr, Omar, and 
Osman, they are moved to the shedding of 
blood. 

The moslems are making for cohesion, but 
in spite of all one Ileal’s of the Pan -Islamic 
movement, it is hard to believe that the 
missionaries will be able to bring its dis- 
membered units into anything like an organ*' 
ised body. In addition to the main sehisin 
there are countless other lines of cleavagOf 
religious and political, by which Islam is 
divided against itself in its different mntrm. 
Sometimes one feels that there is an element 
of disiiitegi’ation in the faith as certain in 
ita workings as the sterilising •functiotis in 
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natui'e which provide against the over-pro- 
ducftion of the species. Then at other times, 
when one looks dow'n on the seething mass 
in the courtyard swaying with one accord, 
one forgets the strife that has rent Islam, 
the ignoble causes its name has seized, the 
abhorrence felt for one another by rival 
families and sects ; one only feels that no- 
where save in the mosques of the faithful 
will one see hucIi vast aspiring multitudes so 
cloKf'ly united in a c«)mmon religious ideal. 
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WILD-FOWL AND PARLAKIMKDI. 


" Here ha[»f»y b-juU (their Uenwil U>\ver» 

Free from the ruile re«ort 
Of l»ea«tly }>co|>lc) bjkmkI the hours 
III harmless mirth aiul «iH>rt.” 

—Michael Ouayton. 

This rather inane question, “Do you like 
India?” may as a rule l)c answered sum- 
marily by a monosyllalde. The answer de- 
pends less on the person than on the place 
W’here he is east, for the varieties <»f life mot 
w’ith in India, the diOerent kinds of interest^ 
work, and sport, and the different eonditioiM 
of climate and degrees ()f comfort anti th© 
reverse, are incalculable. The question iiia|r 
mean, “ Do you like Dera Ismail Kihan, 

Ck>conadn, or Quilon?" yet the antiwei* must 

* 

infer a vague generalisation. India is every- 
thing and nothuig, and everything between, 
Hiere are places where life is an idyll, places 
where it is made just endurable by th© 
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prospiBct of furlough, places where one feels 
that one's own particular case ought to be set 
beside the stories of Marsyas and Sisyphus 
in a classical dictionary, and places so hideous 
and unattractive that to escape from them 
one might consent to l>e immured pei-man- 
ently in a new mahogany - and - brass - fitted 
public - house outside Clapham Juii(*tion, if 
only to watch life through the windows. 

Every one has his own peculiar social 
ideiils, and tokes his own intellectual equip- 
ment with him wherever he goes, but to 
cont<5iit the onlinary man the country must 
providi? sianf* where to ri<le or at least a good 
de^il to shoot. If there is plenty of room to 
let a out and good sh(K)ting as well, 

and if in addition to these advantages the 
place has some natural l>oauty of its own and 
n certain sylvan, or desert, as well as human 
charm, the dweller there can pity folk who 
dwell anywhere else ; and the retired Anglo- 
Indian who has had the wit or luck to live 
in such a place, though only for a short time, 
when he is asked the trite old question, “Do 
you like India?” will unhesitatingly answer 
“ Yes.” For by a special providence that 
accounts for all that is optimistic in man. 
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such places live in the mind when the horror 
of a clammy backwater in Bengal or one’s own 
particular gridiron elsewhere is forgotten. 

Of course this is prefatory to an apprecia- 
tion, a eulogy it may be, of a certain sequcs- 
tred valley and haunt of wild-fowl which I 
always think of when people ask me if I 
like India. It is Parlakimedi in (fanjam. A 
beautiful name worthy of the phn^e, and nut 
to be pronounced with the English ‘*a” as 
if it were a new kind of indoor game, but 
with the soft Hunterian “a” and a purring 
“r” as a Scotchman would pronounce “pearl,” 
the second accent l>eing on the antepenulti- 
mate syllable. Parlakimedi, as if the word 
had l>een (•oncidved by a i) 0 (!t to lend music 
to his hexameters — 

“Deep in the bosky shade of the Parlakimedi valleys* ' 

If you want to see India as it luis l>een the 
last few thousand years go to Parlakimedi. 
It is true there is a new colhyge and a brand- 
new jmlace, but these toys look as if some 
meddler had intrtKluced them just to see if 
they were any good, and as if the honest 
folk, finding they were not, had loft them 
there looking as iiicoiigruous as m model of a 
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Hottentot village stuck in a glass exhibition 
house. Big as they are they are too much 
by-the-way to make the place look hybrid; 
rather, they are so palpably incidental that 
they emp|j)asise the inveterate Brahminism 
of Parlakimedi — that is to say, the consti- 
tutional inability of the inhabitants to depart 
in any detail from the ritual pre8cril>ed by 
Manu, that legendary old man whom they 
make responsible for their instinct of segrega- 
tion, attributing to him the narrow and pro- 
hibitive restrictions that have bound them up 
in close corporations since Vedic times. 

The houses of the astrologers, on the other 
hand, are part of the place. There is a whole 
sti\»ct of Ihtun, the walls polishod and clean, 
rising iroru a high i>linth and covered with 
pieture.s and dosigu.s which might l>e the 
signs of tlu^ zisliac, but are not. The passage 
opens into a wide courtyard at the back of 
which stands a substantial house baroly dis- 
cernible from the road through the narrow 
lintdi, for in this land, either through respect 
to the Raja who alone might possess a sub- 
stantial roof, or by his command, or out of 
fear of making any display of property, the 
rule has held through many centuries that 
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the buildings abutting on the street should 
bo thatched. Perhaps a few generations «ago, 
before we crippled the oppressor, the doors 
in many of the houses were so contrived that 
the interior buildings could not l)e seen. The 
astrologers indeed may have been exempt from 
the rule, for they were and are still, though 
insidiously, the most influential men in the 
place, and the liaju in his uncomfortable 
English pala<re is guided by their uraeJes, 
which are of coui'se incapable of any new or 
subversive utteraiM*e. 

Tlie autocrat himself, if he is like other 
llajas of the district, Iwlongs to the most 
prescrib<Mi and fettered class in Hindust.an. 
He a»n have few, if any, friends, and inti- 
macy even with his ndativ’es is impossible in 
strictly orthodox families, for palace etiquette 
fouudeil on suspicion forbids any free inter- 
course Ijetween father and son, and brother 
and brother. It is often impossible for neigh- 
bours of similar rank and ca^te to meet, 
since each family h/is its own ideas aliout its 
relative dignity and importance, and the tra- 
ditions of no two families correspond. “A" 
may not take more than six steps forward 
from the gaiU to meet “ B,’’ and the pride of 
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“ B’h *' •ancestors, respecfted by the family from 
a dAte before Asoka, make it impossible for 
^him to procc^ed more than three steps beyond 
the threshpld to meet *‘A.” Coiisequently 
there is an iiTciducible space between. 

There are ninny HU<*h spaces, and they givtf^ a 
kind of cellular tissue to the community which 
no <loubt preserves its existence. The provision 
implies in the framers of the mechanism an 
obscure and i>enetratin^ wisdom which in its 
fixity seems to operate as surely and instinc- 
tively as the immanent and plastic Hjiirit 
which informs nature. The cell that by evad- 
ing the law ceases to pursue its function is 
destroyed ns far as tbc^ social fabric is con- 
cerned, ^birh to the Hindu is life. Therefore 
the fabric is indestructible. Whether it is 
worth preserving on the terms prescribed by 
Manu is another thing. 

At Piirlakimedi there is one man who has 
decided that it is not. In a little round hut 
of wattle and grass, shaped like a dove-house, 
pi’opped against a galvanised iron telegraph 
pole, and offering little prelection from the 
Biin and rain, lives an outcast of the fisher 
caste who gave? up his birthright more than 
forty years agli for a Pariah woman, and ever 
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since has lived apart from Iiis kin. Near by 
iu more substantial houses, thatched!^ but floored 
with chunam and exposing narrow verandahs 
to the streets wiiero two or three may lie 
abreast, live the people to whom he belonged. 

They speak to him if they meet 
^ ^ him on the road, and 

/ i help him souietimes 

when ague catches 

not make nets fast 
enough to live. 

' Ouisitle his 
i . hut squats a 
woman, short 
and angular, 
of indefinita 
^ . ,, ago. Her hair 

in HtiU black, 

and hangs in clots like pictures of Medusa in 
the school -lx>oks, — it is easier to search so. 
Her eyes are like a wounded worm. Her 

skin is wrinkled into ■weals, and her mouth 


and nose hazily ^ntfimiiugled as in the snont 
of an animal. She is the subject of hie 
romance. Over the pair the telegraph wires 
stretch, and messages fly between stout brokoii 
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quoting atocks and dividends, and the man and 
the. woman are nearer in spirit to these prac- 
tical folk than is any tme else in the place. 
For in spite of the Palace and its billiard- 
table, and ’the College with its English text- 
books, its affiliation to the Madras I'niversity, 
and its Professor, the antiquary with his ear- 
trumpet and voluminous European correspond- 
ence, they are the most English-minded people 
in Parlakimedi, beciiuse they once dared to 
t<ike a risk and meet a responsibility. 

I remember a smell as of cowslips oozing 

up fi'om tlie sciun of the jhils at each end of 

the town. The fisherman used to sit on the 

ghat steps and bake his old bones in the sun. 

The thought of him always brings tt) my mind 

the frHgrniK'«=* of cowslips in the clay meadows 

of High Suflolk, just uh the patches of sunshine 

glimmering on the dim jjuq)le background of 

the mountains l>ehind the jhil, when a shaft 

of light brokt* through a cloud, used to recall 

the golden harvest fields by the Suffolk coast. 
* 

It was tlie jlnl» that made the place a para- 
dise* A mile to the north anil south of the 
town %vere groat exi)auses of water covered 
with pink and puri)le lotus flowers, haunted 
by innumerable wild-fowl, and eneomi)assed by 
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wide stretches of swampy ground that hold the 
snipe all through the season. In the Ixick- 
ground rose gaunt and splintered hills, a chaos ^ 
of rose-coloured loam and ro<*k that bevelled 
off into the lemon-green of the plain. Behind 
the^m towered the thickly -forested ranges of 
the Eastern Ghats, that extend far west into 
the Central Provinces, and whose highest 
peaks, Deva Giri (4960 feet) and Mahendra 
Girl (5130 feet) overlook Parlakimedi to the 
north and south. The distinctive charm of 
the country lies in the blending and com- 
promise of opposites — in the promontory of 
smooth rock jutting into the rice fields, the 
swampy inlet of marsh [>enetrating into the 
bed-rock of the hills, tlie hanni>ny of red, 
grey, and green, barren and fertile, “th<» 
desert and the sown,’' the niet/iUic and 

soft tropicral sheen, each standing as the happy 
relief and compleinent of tlio cHher in a pt^r- 
jietual eirenicon of sunshine, whatever their 
old cosmic diffcrenees iiiny haye been. 

There were other jhils heyonrl the hiJk, and 
the shooting belonged to w hoever liked to take 
it. I had it all to itiyscdf for tw^o seasons. 
Tlie birds used to lie in the tuftcal grass be* 
side the \vater and far out in the surrounding 
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padd/ fields, but ber-amo thinner as one went 
farther from the jhil. It took a good half- 
-day for a single gun to go over one of these 
snipe -grounds, and with ordinary good sport 
a hundred cartridges M’ould be fired off Ix'ioro 
noon. When birds were thick, if one cared to 
go over the ground twice, it was easy to double 
one’s bag. Or there was the alternative of 
putting out on the jhil for duck. With much 
calling and halloaing I used to gather in a 
few of the picturesque fishermen who plied 
their canoes all day among the lotus flowers, 
setting their wicker traps and lotniug over 
their prows inti'nt on spejiring rohu, alert as 
kingfishers. Two of their dug-outs were rt)ped 
together, and one sat on a connecting thwart 
with a leg in t ach. After a few shots other 
fishermen woidd come in from disbint parts 
of the jhil and help to beat up the duck or 
retrieve the w'ounded. They had a genius for 
spearing birds as they dived into the weeds 
and came up for a second to breathe. Shoot- 
ing alone one had to work hard for six brace, 
for, thick as the duck were, there were no 
islands on the jhil, and no cover to speak of. 
For a moment or two when they were cornered 
and turned btfek overhead one needed a second 
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gun. Then one might wait long for another 
shot. Still every day brought its peculiar 
chances, and one was held on the jhil by a . 
subtle fa.scination till sunset, when all the 
lotus flowers, pink, white, and purple, took on 
the same torchlight glow. 

At Christmas time ami on the happy occa- 
sions when a dozen guns could bo collected, 
there were days to remember. 

Tlie two jhils to the north ami south of the 
town were called poeti<'ully the “ Hama Sag- 
ram ” and “ Sita Sagnun," “ Sagratn ” being a 
high-flown Sfinskrit word for “sea.” I was 
admitted into the pleasaunce of the liama 
Sagram one March at the end of the wild-fowl 
season when nearly all self - res[)ecting duck 
were in Central Asia or TilK*t. A few com- 
mon teal were left, /ind of cour.se the despised 
whistler,^ and myriads of cotton tealy which 
give one good shooting urhen there is nothing 
else. Tlie day’s bag, humble in quality, gUTC 
my friend occjision to refer to Hume and 
Marshall,’* and I was introduced to those mre 

^ Den droc jgua Jjivanicft^ Uie umaller wlibtHng teal. 

* Nettopos Coroniandeliatiua. 

• ‘Game Birdii of India, Burma, and C«yloii/ The liodk m 
lum out of prijtt 
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volumes for tho first time and read about the 
thirty-six species of duck and geese which visit 
India in the cold weather. The illustrations 

» 

were soon familiar, and also the details of tho 

* • * 

plumage, feet, and web; the colour and length 
of tho bill; tmd above all, the dLstribution of 
the specdcH. But there were eight and a half 
months before the wild-fowl themselves would 
come. No schoolboy evei- looked forward to 
an event with su«*h imptitience, and no volume 
could ever have been more essential to a book- 
worm’s pwice of mind than Volume III. of 
Hume and Marshall was to mine. 

In the hot weather I went to the coast where 
some desultory wild-fowling helped to keep me 
in patience. We left Parlukimetli at midnight, 
and driving foui stages in tho dark reached 
the sea At Parlakimedi tho air was stifling; 
there was not tho faintest breeze. With 
Khvutkus and verandah totties, and Palghat 
mats to sloop on, and punkahs going day and 
night, tho bungalow was habitable no more. 
But in four hours a fresh breeze was playing 
on us, and a tussore silk suit was not enough 
to keep one warm. Until the rains fall this 
coast wind blows continuously, and makes 
the seaside (almost os refreshing os the hills, 
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though only a few miles inland the. same 
wind, beating over a surface of sun-baked rock 
and sand, becomes as hot as a furnace^ lilast. 

The great tracts of marsh and lake that lie 
just within the sniid-dunc's exposeil to these 
winds and the full orchestra of the surf are 
called in local speech the ** famparafus.'' Thither 
I vised to ride at four in the morning on a 
pony which saw many things that were hidden 
to me and caused great alarm to the women 
of the fishing villages, who thri^w themselves 
screaming into the prickly -pear hcnlges, deaf 
to all assurama's of goodwill, ft was certainly 
a ghostly hour and place, and when 1 arrived 
at the tamparah, with the sun thousands, of 
herons and multitudinous aquatic birds rose 
uneasily, clouding the air and filling me with 
surmises of more precious fowl that lay hid. 
ITie fishermen befriended me. With the first 
light they began to throw nets, spear roliu, 
and haul in the traps set overnight. Their 
dug-outs would constantly disiutb the cotton 
teal that flew bac^k wards and forwanls from 
end to end of the lal^e. I could not get near 
them in a boat, but by wading out into a 
narrow channel and half concealing myself 
behind a reed screen, idnced there to guide 
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the fish into the nets, I got good sport. I 
shot there several mornings, and every day the 
birds became wilder and warier, and flashed 
over the Bcrecn at a furious rate as if they 
were ninning the gauntlet and seemed rather 
to enjoy the fun. 

Sometinies one or two larger fowl would 
beat round bewildered and suspieious, and a 
w<3dge, after approaching and wheeling back 
many times, woiiKl pass over the reed screen. 
These were the spotbill, the only duck proper 
that have two minds al>out heaving India for 
the hot weather. I blessed them for this 
indecision and the vivid colour they lent to 
the bag. 

Thtu'e was Utile other variety in it. The 
common wkisth r, a rank and unsavoury bird, 
foil som* times as a concession to an early- 
risen sais, and twice the larger wdiistliiig teal^ 
a<ided another species. The latter, a rare bird, 
shy and difficult of approach, was only to be 
won by strategy. When I found he M'as not 
to be approached in a dug-out, covered never 
so warily with green reeds and propelled 
almost imperceptibly from behind, I hiid to 
manoeuvre to catch him flighting. I had 
• ^ Deadrocygoa fulva. 
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noticed that at sunset they (lew north, os I 
believed, to the Chilka Lake, and os they 
returaed in the early morning they would 
pass within gunshot over a nari’ow straggling 
swamp, where there was an island with some 
bushes and tufts of reeds. Here I found 
cover, and shot two or three as they Ilow 
over. Fulva was the only rare variety I shot 
by the coast, but for more shooting there was 
always the cotton teal, a strong, hanly, little 
bird, fast and dcxlgy on the wing, not bad 
eating, and in season any time from October 
to the rains. Whatever els(* failed, thanks to 
him 1 always used to ride home with a fair 
bag, and the conviction that cotton teal driven 
overhead in a high wind from all sides and 
at all angles and elevations give c»ue as good 
shooting as one could wish. 

But this coast shooting wtis merely an un- 
patient parenthesis. It was not the real thing. 
The resident birds which haunt Gaujam. with 
the exception of a cjisual spotbill, are eoarae 
fowl, and one does not waste shot on them in 
the cold weather. The migrants are tho aris- 
tocrats. The North is their home, and th^ 
descend on India like tho old Moslem mradejm 
and make off again when they have had Hteir 
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fill of* the Aryan preserves, seasoned for the 
real* business of life. In discipline, energy, and 
t singleness of purpose they are like the Norse- 
men, and as ditferent from the indigenous fowl 
as the English bluejacket from the hunniah in 
the bazaar. They fly in extended squadrons 
with an imniut^ible purpose straight for the 
South, and when they return to their old 
haunts you may he^ir them winging over the 
bungalow with a noise like tearing calict>. In 
a few hours, perhaps a day or two, — no one 
knows their haunts or the duration of their 
flight, — they wnll be skirmishing on the waters 
of the high Tibetan tableland, or on 

“ frorc t.aspian it»c‘d IkhI," 

when* <lu‘ ice still glistens jimong the brown 
rushes oy^ the shore. No wonder these birds 
are welcomed by the wild-fowder, heralding as 
they do the cold w’Ofither w'ith their message 
from the North. These, i)orhap8, have flown 
over Lhasti and the holy gompas of Tibet; 
these east from Yamdok Cho ; those west from 
Mansarowai’. Who knows that the clumsy 
shoveller wobbling in the village tank was not 
a week ago breasting the waves of Issik KuL 
For my o^n part I never saw a flight of 
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duck but I fell under the spell, and verwed a 
pilgrimage to the holy and enchanted land 
whence they came. 

I returned to Parlakimedi with tlie rains at 
the end of June, and there were still four and 
a half months before the migratory duck came 
ill. There was no big-game shooting in the 
district to speak of. Sometimes one heard of 
a poaching leopard, but I never cared to sit 
up all night in a nmc/ian over a kill. Bears 
were seance, and I only once had an encounter 
with them. One hot August day I came to 
hear of a family who had taken a cave at 
Rayagudda in the mountains twenty miles 
away. I was told that they had come from 
Gooma for the season, and you could hear 
them grunting and playing in their chambers 
in the honeycombed rock. 

After a ride of twenty miles in the blistering 
sun across broken paddy fields and rough citrt 
tracks, a scramble on hands and knees up a 
steep hillside and a long vigil beside a cave, 
one is apt to feel a little bit drowsy, I lay 
on a slab of stone arfd peered through arching 
trees on to the plain, chequered in the soft 
moonlight with the shadows of the mango 
trees and the dark patches of sugar-cane. I 
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foil aHleop in the great pericefulneBB of the 
forest, or rather I was just enough awake 
to be roused by any unaccustomed sound or 
stirring by my side* Screech-owl, night -jar, 
droning beetle, bats fluttering aliout the caves, 
faintly punctuated my dreams. Then sounds 
were borne across the valley from a distant 
village. I heard the creaking of a crazy old 
sugar-cane mill turned by buffaloes, the in- 
evitable tom-tom, the high-pitched voice of a 
scolding woman, and somehow I became con- 
scious of a sense of brotherhood with the 
boars. I contrasted them with their human 
neighbours. 1 wondered what they must 
think of the dirty packed villages and the 
unsightly creatures that lived in them, their 
rude gesticulations when encountered in the 
forest, precipitate flight, — arms waving, legs 
wriggling, adhesive to tree -trunks with an 
awkward mimii*ry of apes. I thought of the 
smooth, even life of the bear descending at 
nightfall into the valley to drink at the 
strcfun ; stretcrhing himself in the cool of the 
moon ; seeking his food according to the 
season, whether it be the ripe blue plum, rich 
murwa berries, green mango fruit, crops of 
the village, ^ir honey of wild bees; quietly 
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dismantling the white ants' castle to lick up 
the inmates with his tongue; or when ^deli- 
cacies are scarce, not too much of an epicure 
to spend a night dislodging boulders for the 
casual insect underneath ; then in the grey 
before dawn returning to his cave, grave and 
deliberate in gait, secure from petty passions, 
little cares and anxieties, and humiliations, 
higgling and haggling with puckered brows 
and nerves atwitch. 

The scolding voice from the valley broke in 
on my reverie and brought mo ba<*k to my 
slab of stone. Could the woman have a soul, 
I Avondored, and if so, how mu(*h more so tlie 
liears? Then I remembered why I was there. 

It must have been about half-past four whcm 
my shikari touched me. I could distinguish the 
faint sound of stones being dislodged at ttie 
bottom of the hill. It seemed a good half- 
hour Ixifore a form grew out of the inoriiing 
twilight, and I saw a full grown bear stiuntor- 
ing up the ravine towards me and big di’Jti. I 
thought he must jiuss within ten yanle of my 
gun, but he turned off* behind a rock which 
concealed another entrance to the cave. 
ing a second one moving below, I crept as 
softly as possible from iny rock t^ get a nearet’ 
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shot. . I liad not crawled a dozen yards when 
the.,boar mme into sight. It was the mother 
attended by two (?ubs. She was a little slimmer 
than the flr$t, and had a little more of the air 
of having stoyed out too late, as she kept look- 
ing l>ack in a inatomal, shepherding way at her 
offspring, who trotted confidently behind. I 
knelt do\^'n and aimed, though 1 knew that I 
was an accursed, murderous villain. Bhaloo 
-roared up, showing a comer of white waist- 
coat. and fle<l precipitously down the hill. I 
fired the other >virrel after her unavailingly as 
she spe<I through the loose sttmes and tree- 
tmiiks. It was a bad light for the disUinee, 
but I like to think that I aimed carelessly on 
purjKjse, foi' to this day I do not know whether 
I should t»;tve ridden home happier with my 
sister’s skin or without it. 

Soon after this murderous disturbance all the 
cicadas on the hillside broke out into a glori- 
ous paian of praise. A peacock mee-ow’d like 
a prisoned cat. A crow - pheasant bubbled 
musically with a sound like water falling in 
the pleasure -dome of Xanadu from the bath 
of one of Kubla Khan’s princesses. I must 
haA’e been glad, or I w’ould not romembor 
these things* 
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*‘The generous and honest nature of the 
beast disturbs the cordiality of tlie spoilt*” I 
quote from some forgotten moralisings of 
De Quincey. 

Happily I felt no blood - guiltiness in the 
sacrifice of fowls. In October, and even in 
the last half of September, I haunted the 
jhils with a keen eye on the horizon, and 
illusive hopes built on the records of early 
migrants noted in ‘The (bimc' Binls of India.’ 
I knew notliing of the district, and could oidy 
loam that duck were plentiful, — what duck, 
nobody knew. Out of the sky somewhere, 
tiunbling among the brown reeds or the lotus 
flowers, would fall the substantial rcqjlicaa of 
those plates I knew so well, and I would not 
need the plates to identify them. It was ti 
late se^ison. In the fii-st week of Novoiul)er I 
saw a flock of teal. Ten days later one of 
the first wedge of invaders that ptuRsOil over- 
head struck the water lik<* a iiiissile. It wm 
a female tufted ]>ochard. The next day at* 
army of biids arrived, and the se^iaon laid 
begun. 

It ivas not difficult to get together a few 
guns in the cold weather and Hlux>t the jhils 
sysk'matically. And wbat weatlier it was! 
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We atarted in a nipping air through country 
white with dew and goagamor. In a little 
while the pearly mist dissolved and revealed 
Hhe range of hills through which one was to 
penetrate somehow to reach the jhiL There 
was never any doubt al>out the day, — no rain 
or sleet or shivering outside a covert with 
fingers too numbed to feel the trigger, — but 
always a flawless arc of sky and a genial sun. 
At the bent of seasons the only uncertainty 
was in thc^ nature of the simrt. Nothing had 
l>6en prc^pared, not a head had been reared. 
All one ci*ukl count on was a good number 
of birds. No one knew where they came 
from or what their nc^xt caravanserai might 
lie, and what tactics they might pursue Imffled 
coiiji^etnre. 

After tlie first report of a gun the surface 
of the jhil quivered and the air crackled with 
a sound that can only be descrilKKi as ‘‘hurt- 
ling.*’ It was like shredding different kinds 
of cloth, or the reverl>eration of <listant 
cannon in a pent-up valley. The ear of the 
old wild-fowler is tuned to that music, and 
he mil often distinguish the flight of differ- 
ent species in the dark ; but this was an 
orchestra to puzzle him. Generally the pin- 

B 
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tail were the first to go. They woujd rise 
up high out of range, and after wheeling 
once or twice to make a strategic reconnais- 
sance, leave the field to tiie enemy. The 
gadwall, spotbill, an«i wigeon would sweep 
the jhU and settle several times before mak- 
ing off. The pochards were the laggards, 
especially the red - crest, the heaviest and 
handsomest of the Indian duck. The females 
would often make off in a body and leave 
the drakes behind. No biitl is so easily 
marked at a distance. Tlic coal-black against 
the white of the body and the beautiful chest- 
nut neck are distinguishable at a hundred and 
twenty yards, and at fifty one could see the 
yellow - buff on the crest. The red - crested 
pochard generally made up the bulk of Hie 
bag, with a s{>rinkliug of spotbill and gads 
wall and common teal ; the garganey, the 
common pochard, and the tufted }>ochard were 
less numerous. There were often a shoveller 
or two, and perhaps a ruddy shell-drake or 
a comb duck. The pintail were too elusive, 
but paid for it in flighting. The mallard and 
white- eye did not come so far south. But 
there was always the chance of a casual 
visitor; that was half the clyirm of the 
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Sport. J expected the pink -head (caryophyl- 
lacea^ and the neaup. One day» I felt sure, I 
would come acrosH their haunts ^ — mome hinely 
swamp by Uio coast separated froni the 
breakers by a l>elt of whiU!^ dunes, or some 
natural basin in thc^ hills a mile or two in- 
land, where the crack of a gun is rarely 
heard. Then amongst a heap of pochard and 
spi>tbill and other common fowl there would 
l>o a rose- pink neck with a black bar at the 
throat, or a dull green crest and black Ijody 
and black-and-white wings, the last a dowdy 
bird, but one that w^ould inakii uj) for days 
of vain hopes and disapjiointraent. 

At noon every wdiole or sane bird had flowm, 
the IxMtts gatheml for liiiH!h. and w’<‘ eoimtcHl 
the spoil. Afterwards some of us put out 
again to collect the wounded, while others 
Skirtod mund the jhil for snipe. Ketrieving 
the pochard was a spoH in itself ; the “ tufters ” 
rose for the fraction of a second only and 
needed a qui(‘k eye and concentrated shot. 

Such was a typic^al day’s small-game shooting 
in Gan jam, which is far from being the best 
district for wild -fowling in India. I have 
often wondered why estate -owners, who find 
pheasant - roaiyng too expensive, do not let 
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their shooting and spend the cold weather in 
the East. Not at Parlakimedi, if they are 
going to make a business of it, for there is 
too little cover there and the jhils are too fat 
apart. For n record bag one should go to 
Sind or the jhils by the Gauges in Bengal, 
or for snipe to Upper Burma. Bor my own 
part, I could not l>e happier anywhere with a 
gun than at Parlakimedi. It was the very 
desultoriness of the sport that fascinated me. 
For duck the more guns and the more drilling 
the better, but sniiHvshooting is the ideal sport 
for the Holitiiry man who is happy enough to 
be in the open air, immune from all obligations 
save those of sport, whi<rh mean the observation 
of certain decencues and instinctive traditions 
in one’s behaviour to the wild creatures. It is 
a kind of shooting that borrows a gi'eat deid 
of its attra<dion from lo<Mility. Discipline spoils 
it. The conditions are least congenial, I think, 
when there is a line of guns drawn up in a 
vista of dull, interminable, flat, featurelei^ 
paddy fields, where one is tied to one's own 
furrow all day, with nothing to distinguisli 
the ground that has been shot over from the 
ground where one is to shoot, and apparently 
no reason why the birds should lie in one 
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field more than another. But in recalling the 
hapifiest conditions my mind runs to that 
Amphitheatre in the hills, the purple mountains 
all round, the marsh encroaching on the lake, 
and the initiativ'e with oneself whether to 
potter deviously and exploit; or to work 
methodically over old ground. It is difficult 
to say wherein lies the greater charm — in 
remembering where birds have lain before, 
and in potting them up, as one generally does, 
in the same pbu*e, or in indulging one’s instinct 
for locality which is so seldom amiss after a 
Beamm, and which can hazard to a nicety the 
conditions of bents grass, and mud the captious 
snipe prefers. 

There was a kind of weed to be found in 
the discoloured ooze of t he reed-betls by the 
Sita Sagram, particularly w'hore they were 
seamed with a rusty iron deposit borne up- 
wards by an undei”ground spring. Here one 
used to flush a wisp of snipe every few^ yards. 
1 thir.k the first time I realised the honest 
and legitimate advantage of sensation over all 
theories and gropings of the mind was one 
morning when I had discovered this rusty 
ooze and benefited by it. I understood that 
one must feel* life before one can concave its 
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meaning, and almost simultaneously \<1th the 
discovery, perhaps a little before it, cafne a 
blind felicity of liaiid and eye by whic^h I wa% 
able to convert every snipe that rose from the 
ground into a heap of inert feathers. The 
most indifferent shot has his day. I sat on 
a sunny bank and thought about it. I was a 
hedonist with a gi*eat pity for those who were 
not. It was early in the day, I had my record 
bag, and a horse to carry me to another jhil. 
Necnlless to say the pliysi(*nl insj)irHtion has 
never returu(*tl. 

It was a melancholy day wh(‘n I put up my 
gun for the last tiim* at Parlakiinedi. It was 
the third week in March, and the last com- 
panies of wild-fowl were thinking of 
away. Before they <*aine back 1 would Im Hi 
a busy, civilised place, where one never »aw a 
live duck unless it were inside a wire netting, 
or a snipe which was not draper! in water-cress 
and stuck on a piece of toast under an 
I had been shooting all the morning by ibe 
Rama Sagram whone the snipe hmi gathered 
for migration. You could put them up every- 
where — in the jhil itself among riM^ds giH>wiiig 
in three feet of water, in the green, dew-fed, 
horse gram, in the dry grass Vif the bunds 
where the paddy fields were baked as hurd 



WILD FOWL AND PARLAKIMEDL 263 


as maoadami even among the ashes of a burnt 
reeci-bed. A few duck were left on the jhil, 
and after the first shot a flocjk of spotbill rose 
up and sepal*- 
ated into twos 
and threes. 

Tliey were un- 
settled with 
the heat, and 
off their guard, 
and a wcwlge 
came circling 
within range. 

One fine <dd 
drake with a 

gorgeous wing -bar fell at my feet. It vras 
the liist gift of Paiiakimedi, save these happy 
memories which are perennial. 



CaJlamaran, 


THE MORNING SONG OF THE CICADAS. 

The purplf plains ai'c spread below ; 

The sun has kissed the clouds away ; 

The gosssmer is all aglow ; 

Lift we our voice in praise to-day. 

Join, join, the jungle w akes ; 

Now praise we God, the Wakener. 

He made the forest for our sakes, 

The giant oak, the gossamer. 
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Our liorao is in the dewy leaves ; 

We are the ehorisiers of God — 

The web of music that he weaves, 

The voice that woke the sleeping sod. 

We lift our voice in gladness now, 

We sing the mystery of birth ; 

Quicken the sap within the bough, 

And thrill God^s secret through the earth. 

The bu.s3’ brook's i>er|x>tual pi*ais€% 

The nmrning sfuigster’s loud acclaim. 

Join w ith the anthem that w’e raise 
To celebrate th<i Maker's name. 

The purple plains are s])read below ; 

The sun has kissed the clouds away ; 

The gossamer is all agh>w' ; 

Lift we our voice in praist* to-day. 
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ANOTHER WAY HOME. 

I. 

1 SAT ill the warm j^and of Kariwdii among 
the tamarinks with my eyoK turned West. 
My work in India wan finished ; 1 was not 
TOstrietod by leaves and I might go home 
any way I chose. I felt London’s magnet, 
but Pei-sia and Arabia intervened. Between 
me and home lay innumei*ai>le incentives to 
wander — Shiraz and the rose-garden of Hafiz, 
and PerKepolis with the Dashtiarzan valley 
thirty-five miles to tlu^ west, whore one may 
meet i^ith strange shikar ; old-world Tadmor 
buried in the desert ; Mosul and the upper 
Tigris valley ; Baghdad w ith its mosques 
and fables ; Hitt and Hilleh and the ruins 
of Babylon ; Ispahjin and the Khorud pass 
to Kum and Teheran ; the flowery Karun 
valley whene Nearchus, Alexander’s mptain. 
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passed to meet his general ; forsaken^ Susa, 
the Shushan of the Bible; the Koi'manshah 
road to Teheran from Baghdad ; the old 
route by Tabriz and Erzeroum through 
Armenia to Trebizond, crossing the path of 
Xenophon ; or, nearer to hand, the Nuskhi 
route from Quetta. No wonder that with 
all these visions in my head I had not 
settled on a road, and left Karachi w^ithout 
any definite plan. The happy traveller is 
always an ojipoilunist, and the greater his 
indifference, as a mle, the more servile is 
opportunity. At Karachi chance served me 
with a medium of transport syinimtheticnlly 
casual. 

Her Majesty’s Telegraph Sliip, Patrick 
Stuart, was sUirting on a cruise up the 
Persian Gulf to test the cables, and her 
captain offered me his hospitality for the 
voyage. On i\ccount of ciuarantine restric- 
tions the vessel had to 1 k 3 six days out of 
port befort^ she could touch anywhere. So 
we killed time happily, fii*st at Astola, a 
desert island off the coiist of Baluehistim, 
then off Bush ire. Here I was tempted to 
strike the trmle route to Shiraz and TeheraOt 
but there was every chance of^ the passes 
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being* blocked. So I turned my back on 
Buehire a little regretfully, and in two days 
elected to be put ashore on the 8hat-el-Arab. 
I was deposited by the ship’s boat on the 
Persian bank at a point opposite Fao, the 
most southerly station in Turkish Arabia. I 
could not speak the language of either shore, 
but a memlK^r of the crew acted as my in- 
terpreter nm\ engaged an Arab to fomi^^ard 
me with the rest of my baggage up the Shat- 
el-Arab to the British Consulate at Moham- 
merah. Wo waited twelves hours for the tide, 
all which time T had to lurk at the bottom 
of the hellam. lest I sliould be discovered and 
airestod by the quarantine offi(*ers on the 
opposite bank. At night we lost the tide, 
as my lK>ntmen anchorcKl after dark under 
|>ain of being fired on as pirates by Sheikh 
Khaziirs river [police. So it took us forty- 
eight hours to make way against wind and 
tide to Mohomniei\ih. The nights were chilly, 
and I had no food save dates and Khobes^ a 
kind of coarse brown bread, the staple felld* 
hem diet, so that I wjis led to regard the 
Sheikh with more annoyance for prolonging 
the term of my discomfort than gratitude for 
affording me his protection. 
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Arrived at the Consulate, a week passed 
very pleasantly. The climate of the Shat* 
el-Arab is fresh and invigorating, like that 
of southern Italy in February, an air to 
make life worth living if only for the sake 
of breathing it. The verandah of the house 
overlooks the Karun river at its juucticm 
with the 1^hat-el-Arab. The inull)orry trees 
and willows that lined the ertH.^k outside were 
putting on their autumn yellow. Beyond 
were the date-{>ulins laid out with the mathe* 
mati(‘ai precision of the gartlens of Cyrus, 
All paths 1 «m 1 through the puhn groves to 
the desert, an illimitable stretch t»f yellow 
baked clay, broken lu're and there by a 
clump f>f palm - trees or a dointnl Arab’s 
tomb. The mud walls of M<»hamnierah lay 
crumbling and unrepaired a good half mile 
beyond the palm limit, waiting the days, 
perhaps not far distant, when the port will 
fill the barren reproach between. 

To continue my journey boatmen wo«» not 
to be had at any pri<a. If I Iwid ve«(tiw«id 
in a bellam my men would Imve botai foreod 
to land and lodge ten days in the ia»^r«!iliiO. 
So I had to wait for the British India oteoiKt 
packet, and all my skulkings tba 
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el-Arab were of no avaiL The S.S. MaJda 
steaming slowly up-stream made the voyage 
to Basra in a little over two hours. She only 
made a five days’ stay there, and on her de- 
parture wtf wore transmitted to the lazaretto, 
a dismal whitewashed edifice, situated in a 
courtyard by the river -side, a foot deep in 
mud, and guarded by a wooden pidisade. In 
this filthy hovel, unsanitary enough to pro- 
pagate every disease under the sun, there 
were incanrerated with me the French consul 
of Bushire and his w'ife, an American traveller, 
and two Lev'uutine tobacco mei-chants, all with 
a clean bill of health. Four of us were packed 
into one small room innocent of aU furniture 
save a primitive wooden bedstead. 

Our only diversion in the lazaretto w<u» to 
walk on the rtiof, where we cursed the 
Osnumli i*oundly fur an obstinate, ol>durate. 
and entirely objectionable fellow. Later, in 
the interior, being entertained in Turkish 
homes with a kindness and hospitality which 
have no equal in Europe, we had reason to 
be ashamed of our ill-considered abuse. The 
social Turk was a revelation. Most English 
taravellers who touch at the ports of the 
Ottoman qmpire only meet the Osmanli in 
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his official capacity, and in consequence he 
has for many years been in danger of be^g 
hanged for his bad name. 

At last our term of imprisonment came to 
an end, and on the evening of the stime day, 
December 21, I and a friend of the lazaretto 
caught the paddle steamer Medjidieh, for 
Baghdad, and arrived in the city of Haroun 
al Raschid on the moi'ning of Christmas day. 

In Baghdad we were rt'ceived in a little 
shanty which was dignified by the name of 
Hotel d’Europe, and was kept by an Armenian. 
My bedroom opened into a verandah that 
overlooked the Tigris. Here society was most 
cosmopolitan. We sat down to table with a 
Greek, a IHirk, an Armenian, a Jew, a Levan* 
tine, a Bombay Eurasian, and an Italian half- 
ca.ste w'hose father had been an explorer fn 
Abyssinia and %vho8e mother was a native of 
that country. He told mo that he had been 
taught French by General Gordon at Khar- 
toum. All were merchants trading in Uquolioe 
or wool. I was on good terms with them 
all save the Abyssinian, who, when returning 
from orgies in the early hours of the morn- 
ing. would be escorted by his host's band, 
and made a point of drawing up, outside my 
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window, to play a travesty of “God save the 
Que^n.” 

The bazaars of the city were an unfailing 
delight, and I soon became accustomed to being 
lost, and learnt to And my l>eariug8 by follow- 
ing the mangy ragged little mules with their 
empty water-skins down to the river-side. The 
high-roofed thoroughfares pnsduded the view 
of mosque and minaret, the customary way- 
marks. Tlie winding alleys that threaded the 
maze were so narrow that the quaint gabled 
windows seemed to jostle each other to shut 
out the light. It was not often that the sun 
crept into the nHrn>w space between to guide 
us. So we eaiiio to follow the muleteers. 
With this compass to fall back upon we pro- 
ceeded to liwe ourselves in the labyrinth of 
the bazaars, only taking care to avoid the 
Jewish quarter, where the smallpox epidemic 
was raging at its worst. It was jill strange, 
yet I seemed to breathe a familiar air. Cen- 
tral Asia, India, the Far East have their own 
fascination, but they ai*e not the orient that 
entered into our pores in childhood through 
the Bible, The Talisman, The Book of Hours, 
the stained-glass windows in the parish church, 
and the web pf romance we used to weave out 
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of tales of Arabs and Saracens and Islamic chiv- 
alry. Old pictures that had Inworae assimilated 
in a general blurred impression took fresh out- 
lines and recurred at every step. The grave 
Sheikhs, with the aaf/al wound round their 
turbans, the Jezebel windows in the suburbs, 
the camel-drivers in the narrow alleys crying, 
‘*Ba-lak-, Ba-lak," the [fujas on the Tigris that 
looked like flouting cauhlrons, — these are thp 
associations that invest the place with its air 
of hoary antiquity more than the ruins of 
Babylon and the legends of Huroun A1 Raschid. 

The tjufuH are made of ribs of willow, pome- 
granate, and date - palm, eovei'cd with skins 
and plastered over with pitch. They were 
de8cril>ed by Herodotus over two thousand 
years ago. He watched them floating down til# 
stream from Armenia, round “like a lH»ekler,? 
and freighted with casks of palm- wine. 
vessel had a live ass on Imard, for whett tliey 
had sold their merchandise in Babylon thdy 
auctioned the ribs of the boat and carried ih« 
skins back to Armenia on their donkeys; Hlha 
they made now craft and repeated the journey. 
When I saw these vessels steered by two tn^ 
standing upright exactly m Herodotus deseiftyiil 
them, 1 felt that this much-maligned old ohrO^ 
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icier sometimes deviated into veracity, though 
he h#id too much respect for the truth to speak 
^it promiscuously. 

Five days of our fortnight in Baghdad and 
its neighbourhood we spent on a visit to 
Hilleb, the ruins of Ihibylon, and Birs Nimnid. 
Archax)logi8t8 lu-e still excavating at Babylon, 
and out of the loose rubble they dig up they 
contrive to unravel the secrets of the past, 
but there is nothing in the tUhriH such as one 
sees at Pompeii to cat<*h the eye of the un- 
initiated and hel]> him to lej^mstriict old times. 
From Hill<*h wt! visited Birs \inirud, a ruined 
tower on a great mound of dchris. It is the 
Oi^trstoried shrine of Belus which Herodotus 
described, and tradition says that it is built 
on the site of Babel. It was somewhere about 
her© that we met a caravan of pilgrims from 
Penrin cariying their dead to the shrine of the 
martyred Ali at Kerlwla. The corjises were 
embalmed an«l packed in crates strung on the 
back of asses. The women of the party rode 
on panniei’s, one on each side of a mule. 

I must not dwell too much on detailed im- 
pre^ions or I will swell out this brief abstract 
of a journey to an inordinate length, yet I 
should like to pay a tribute to the kindness 


s 
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of the Turks who entertained us on the way. 
Thanks to iny friend’s introductions, wa bad 
the good fortune to enjoy the hospitality of^ 
nior€> than one Turkish and Amieniaii notable 
— I am still haunted by that word, a drago- 
mannei-isni of the worst type. There was 
Kerope Keroumdjaii EflFendi of Ikighdad. who 
insisted on our making the journey in his own 
coach, drawn by his four tireless, high-stepping 
mules, who had carpets laid for us in the 
caravanserais by the way, and sheep slain for 
our seiwants on the road, and who came out 
himself to meet us on our return. There was 
Mahmoud Pasha of Hilleh, who, on account 
of an inti'oduetion from Keropt* Effendi, made 
his w’hole house our own, saddled us his liest 
thoroughbred Arabs, and escorted us wherever 
we rode with a guard t>f his own men. When 
I think of the unselfisli kindness of these men, 
their courteous welcome, and whole-hearted 
hospitolity to the infid#d stranger, I am 
ashamed of every abusive woid I tiave over 
spoken of the Turk, and all the ignorant mis- 
representations we hear of him at home. AlH 
hereby hangs a confession that may rtiaice itiy 
mind less uneasy in looking ba<jk on the days 
I spent between the rivers, # 
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Ifj bidding farewell to my host, Mahmoud 
Pasha, conversation turned on the coming 
^Paris Exhibition, which he had intended visit- 
ing. “Woul4 I 1 m' there?” he asked. I said 
it was dtmbtful ; but I hoped that if he went 
tt> Paris, "ho would extend his journey to Lon- 
don, and having gone so far, he might go a 

little further and pay me a visit at , quite 

in the country, [waceful and retired enough, 
but an excee<lingly pretty neighlKairhood, 
where he might see a little of English rustic 
life. It would give nie gi-eat pleasure to think 

that 1 might h<h* him some day at , and 

when he smilingly admitted that his tastes 
were too domestic to cany him so far afield, 
and that his proje«'t of going to the Paris Ex- 
hibition was u little »Limerical, I could only 
express m;, profound regret. My American 
friend was more honest with his blunt, “Then 
I guess ycm’ll lun'er circulate round to the 
States, so it’s no gcK>d expecting you down 
Brooklyn way.” As I rode away on my host’s 
horse, I felt deeply ashamed of my insincerity, 
til© more so as it contrasted so unfavourably 
with tho Pasha’s liberal and unselfish enter- 
tainment. I pictured to myself his unexpected 
arrival at — and a certain grey -haired 
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wrathfiul old gentleman, who has a olaiitt to 
be consulted in such questions as the in«dtar* 
tion of guest4i?, and who, I feel sure, '^ould^ 
not have run aci'oss the threshold to meet the 
Pasha had he appeared in the drive, or pressed 
him to make a long stay, waving aside all 
polite deprecatory hesitation with the repeated 
assertion that it was the Pasha’s house and 
not his OAvn. 

The following summer at my conscience 

was often uneasy ; and well it might be. for 
I had extended similar invitetions to other 
Orientals of various colours, castes, and creeds. 
Often as I looked through the drawing-room 
windows I used to think I siiw a red fe* or 
a purple turban coming down the drive. The 
habit was inexcusable perhaps, but these invitii- 
tions, offered more for the sjake of soniethillg 
to say than anything else, were as sincere as 
most men’s compliments, and proixt|itad b|^ 
genuine goodwill. ' 

I did go to the Parts Exhibition itih 

and I looked for my Turkish Pasha. It fa % 
small sop to my eonscienee tit think tiMfc 
nothing would have pleased me better thttlil 
to have clapped him on the back, stcN^d hiw 
a jolly goofl dinner at a restaurantt and 
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him to a ballet sufficiently indecorous to have 
impaeseed the occasion on his mind for years 
^afterwards in the rt>tirement of his Mesopo* 
tamian home. 


II. 

On .lanuary .5 I left for Damascus. There 
are three ways homo from liaghdad. Firstly, 
the customary caravan route by the Euphrates 
Vfilley to Deir el Zk»r, and over the desert to 
Tadmor, the ancient Palmyra, whence to 
Damascus. In making this journey, which 
takes on an average twenty - four days in 
summer and sometimes us many as thirty in 
winter, it is Ix^tter and cheaper to join one of 
the caravans that leave Baghdad eve>y week. 
There are wells between D<nr and Damascus 
which are never dry thnmghout the year. A 
secimd and equally interesting though round- 
about route is by Kermanshah to Teheran, 
but in mid -winter it is barely practicable. 
The third way is to strike straight across the 
desert to some point in Syria, Damascus for 
choice; but as this tract is almost waterless, 
one must ride all day and most of the night 
SO es to get • through before one's camel is 
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exhaiiftted. When I arrived at Baghdad I 
had idmost decided to take the caravan aoute 
by the Euphrates valley ; but in the end th©^ 
open illimitable desert drew me with a faa- 
ciiiation I could not resist, and I made tip 
my mind to ride across the Palmyran desert 
with the post to Damascus. I started upon 
this adventure with some misgivings. 

The post makes the journey t^» Darnascus 
in ten days; so in winter one gains twenty 
days by going with it instc^ad of by cjiruvan. 
Yet there is no speed about it. The bags 
are entrusted to one old man, a venerable 
Arab Haji, who does not hurry himself in the 
least, until he reaches the Euphrates, but 
loiters with his friends, the herdsmen iind 
shephei*ds, drinking coflee from his l>eak€*d 
Turkish pot. passing round his painted wooden 
pipe, and retailing the gossip of all the quid- 
nuncs of the Baghdad bnawiai^s, Fnitn Hitt it 
is neciissary to make force<1 maivlies ovtr tln» 
W'aterless descut; but when the timt irtHage 
is reached at the foot of Lidmnon he fe a« 
dilatory as ever. Tbi^ post is the last thing 
he worries about. The Ik^doiiin leave the old 
man alone, as the Turkish Oovemment mife- 
sidises the Bheikhs to let the •post throtigl)* 
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Beyond this they htive no control over the 
tril^M of the desert of Tadmor ; ho it was 
useless for me to apply for a pass. Hud th^ 
got wind of niy plan they would have stopped 
me at the outset. It was seven years since 
a white man had gone with the post. 

To Haji Moussa, then — for such is the name 
of the splendid old man with the prophet’s 
face and voice of a deep-toned bell — I entrusted 
myself confidently and all my goods. Of my 
journey with him over the Palmyra Desert I 
have written elw'where, and I will not repeat 
the Btoiy. It tollb of ai-rent and robbery by 
the l^clouin ; a Hileut, deop-browod Arab and 
a fallen vagalnnul trudging diBconsol* 

atoly over the donert back towards Baghdad;, 
a iieeoiid meeting and parley with the 
Bedouin, in which the ojd man perBuaded 
them that the vagabond luul neither silver 
nor gold to pay their toll, and a moment of 
ominous suspense while the Sheikh and his 
followers deliberated on our fate. Happily 
Earo])ean evening dress, wmrdrobe and toilet 
parfiphernalia, offered few attractions. They 
were examined and passed over wdth the 
courtesy one might expect from a Marseilles 
custom-hou^e oflBcer. The camel was restored, 
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and we were allowed to continue on our way 
to the Arab paradise of Sehani. What •my 
fate might have been had I been more ex- ^ 
pensively cHiuipped, I have often wondered. 
In hard cash I had only two pieces of gold, 
for I laid changed iny monc^y in Ihighdad for 
a letter of (‘redit on the Ottoman Bank in 
Damascus. The Bedouin had trii^ to force 
my hand, and fount! that I held no ciirds. It 
was owing to Moussa's tact and my own lack 
of accessories that I reatdu'd my journey’s end. 

After this adventure we were by no means 
quit of the Bedouin, and Moussa had to ena- 
ploy the greatest strategy to avoid their 
encampments. On the fourth day from the 
Euphrates we drove on oui* spent camels 
their fastest trot. Moussii eurtaiU^ to iti 
briefest limit the •short halt he allowfxi I® 
the moraing meal. All day he scanned tlio 
horizon anxiously, and many WfJi^ the ph|€N[!te 
that broke the sky - line ™ tufts of 
bush and arteniisia, mindhiUs, largi^ stoniie, 
and cairns that marked some deserted Bedouin 
encampment: all thew imagination construed 
into the advancing camels of the Bedmtin* 
They seemed aetuahy to move, and took th# " 
shaiie of our frienils of yesterday, swingling 
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down on us for all the world like huge, 
blaek, dissipated tK>ni passes. At noon we 
eutfsred broken country — k»w hills to left and 
right, rocky .gorges through which we rode 
with eyes sti'aine<l expectantly for the earliest 
revelation of what lay l)ehind yonder jutting 
rock, or what beyond that rise now but a 
furlong in front of us. Everywhere there 
were signs of ro<'(‘nt encjinipments. We had 
to thrash on our poor tirtxl l>casts mercilessly, 
and tlieir cries and groans tind bubbling pro- 
tests were piteous to hear; the cruelty of it 
was to me tlie hai'<lest pai’t of the journey, 
not to speak of the physical fatigue of beat- 
ing niy wretched animal almost continuously 
for eighteen hours out of the twenty-four, 
an incident of the voyage on whi<'h I had 
not counted. 

An hour Ixjfore sunset we rwichetl a natural 
well, — the desert is not quite waterless in 
January, — an idml camping -place, in a little 
concealed hollow. There were a few dried 
tiimarisk bushes near by for fiiewood, and 
as it was the hour for the evening meal, I 
began to make myself comfortable for a 
short rest before the night’s journey. But 
Monssa onljs stayed a few minutes to water 
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the camels, and then pressed on mor^ hotly 
than ever. We had ridden some three iniles 
when we reached a low sandhill that lay 
right across our path. Here Moussa halted, 
and began hurriedly to collect sumo sprigs of 
firewood. In a few minutes the ric<3 was pre- 
pared, and tlie coftee bubbling in the pot. 
The old man carefully stampcMl out every 
spark and ember; then the sun fell and it 
was dark. Moiissa was more th^ln usually 
devout over his j>rayers that night ; his pros- 
trations were nu»re numerous and more im- 
pressive than ever, from which I gathered 
that we were in a dangerous country, for I 
had come to regard the old man’s devotions 
as a kind of kiiidunometer, if I may coin the 
word, the frequency or laxity of which be- 
trayed to a nicety the exact degree of danger 
in which we stood. Once, as we drew near 
Damascus, I saw him say his priiyers on the 
camel. 

Our meal over, we quickly mounted our 
camels, and in ten minutes we had topped 
the sandhill that oBbtructod our view before 
sunset. In front of us, to left and right of 
our path, I saw the twinkling fires of a great 
Bedouin encampment. Then I understood the 
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old raanV Htrategy, the reason of all his haste* 
and the unusual fervour of his devotions. Had 
we reached this point half an hour before we 
would have. been visible to the whole camp; 
had we reached it ten minutes later we must 
have gone without our meal, for unless Moussa 
had extinguished the fire exactly when he did, 
it would have been a beacon U> betray our 
presence to every liedouiu for miles round. 
Moussa chocked his came! ; pointed to the 
canip-lires; held his hand over his mouth, 
intimating me to keep (luiet ; then we 
thnuided the camp. It was an anxious hour. 
We could hear the voic*es of the Bedouin 
distinctly as they laughed and sang. Some- 
times we seemed to be but a stone’s - throw 
from their fires. The stillness of our im- 
mediate neighbourhood was appalling. I 
thought the low swish - swash of the water- 
bags and the soft padded footfall of the 
camels, so noiseless by day, must l>etray us. 
Every now and then my beast dislodged a 
loose stone ; the Bedouin may have heard 
it and thought it the movement of one of 
their fellows. My chief anxiety was lest we 
should run up against a tent that was not 
marked by a fire, and for once I was thank- 



284 THE MANTLE OF THE EAST. 


fill for that icy ivind from Lebanon which 
made a clieerful blaze a necessity. Jolly dogs, 
how I envied them ! They might make a 
blaze to outshine Ushant and St Catherine’s, 
and laugh and tolk and sing till morning, — 
they had no toll to pay, — while I, a miserable 
infidel feringhi, shivereil under my false tur- 
ban and darts! not strike a matth to light 
my pipe. Moussa wt»uld have denied me 
this luxury on all nights, but in this alone I 
was sometimes disobedient. After an hour 
or two’s riding the last distant flicker of 
the fires died out behind us. For a time 
all danger was at an end. and we entered 
a counti*y too bleak and barren oven for 
Bedouin. It was here that Moussa said his 
prayers on the camel. 

We only allowed oui-sttlves six hours sleepi 
rising before sunrise and riding on well into 
the night; it was often after midnight when 
we stopped. Tliere was no moiinf and Monoikit 
guided himself by the stars. For the hiet t0W 
hours of each day. what with fatigue and eeld 
I was but half conscious, and it was tmly ^he 
chill icy wind from the snows of Lebancm thdt 
kept me awake and prevented me freon falling^i 
from my camel to the ground. A hrokoio - 
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in the desert is little sboi't of death. Herein 
tha mariner is better off than the camel-driver, 
for the latter is wrecked if his beast breaks 
down, goes lame, or. as has sometimes hap- 
pened, breaks from his tether ; also he has the 
"additional disadvantage of being in an equally 
bad case if any tunddent or sickness overtakes 
himself. But it was not the Bedouin or the 
danger of sickness from the unaccustomed 
fatigue against which iny friends warned me 
so much as the effects of the intense cold. 
The morning we left Baghdad the ground 
was white with hoar-frost. In addition to 
two woidlen vests, a flannel shirt, a thick 
waistcoat and Norfolk jacket, a heavy winter 
overcoat and scjirf, I wore a large poshteen, 
and at night rolled myself up in blankets 
and a voluminous Persian quilt. Thus, with 
the help of a deep draught of cognac from 
, my flask, 1 managwl to got warm enough to 
fall asleep. The winter before a postman had 
died on the track of exposure and cold. Even 
in the daytime I found it necessary to keep 
on my overcoat. Luckily there wa.s no snow. 

Three days after threading the Bedouin 
eamp we woke up in the morning and saw 
the mountains of Damascus with their faint 
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snow - rim in the west. It was then that 
Moussa broke into song. I did not under- 
stand his chant of victory; hut here is the 
lilt of it, and perhajis something of its 
spirit : — 


Dearest^ awake, the desert calls. 

Oil voyaging is victory ! 

>fake haste, awake the iiedouiu ; 

The West is veiled!, a violet screen 
C’urtains the F^st witli hands ujisc*en. 

Oh hasten, wake the hrotherhood. 

The fellali sleeps : lords, captains, we, — 
Jjords of the desert infinite 
From .Schani to ililleh, lk*rs to Heit, 
Captains to hold and liarass it. 

Behold our brother digs and delves 
»So passionless, so rnirage-blind ; 

For heaven a roof ; for freedom walk, 

A house, a grave. The desert calls ; 

Leave feruHsl cities to such thralls. 


III. 

One cannot appreciate a comfortable bed 
until one has slept night after night in the 
open shivering in the cold starlight, or ill- 
protected from the rain, or feverish and 
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mosquito -bitten in some tropical jungle; just 
as « sensuous Turk can enjoy nothing but his 
dinner in Ramazan, or as a spoilt child can 
never know, happiness until he begins to 
appreciate immunity from pain. Call the 
camel happy who sinks on his straw bed 
after being flogged ten days and nights over 
the waterless desert, and the rider happy who 
need ply the whip no more. Yet, when one 
looks back on those desert rides, one seems 
to have relisheii the ct)ld anti fatigue and the 
sleeping under the stars. And the illusion 
fastens on us even l)efoi'e we wake in civil- 
isation and enjoy that first morning reverie, 
looking out of the window into the quiet 
courtyard with its founttuns and orange-trees 
and cypresses. 

In Damascus, the birthi)lace of Eliezer, the 
<atv founded by Cz. I found civilisation, — 
hotels, trains, tourists ; also dragomans, guide- 
books, and sights to see, than which 1 can 
imagine nothing more boring or more melan- 
choly. There were historic houses where St 
Paul lived, and Judas and Ananias, — this, no 
doubt, on his own testimony, — visited by hun- 
dreds of Americans and missionaries in the 
oourse of the year; also “the street that is 
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called Straight,” — it is uot really straight, ouly 
called 80 (KaXov/ievr)), ns some wag remarked 
long ago; also the tomb of Fatima’s lover, at 
which the pious Mussulman in passing casts 
a stone. Moraliseix should note that the 
Christian does not throw stones at the house 
of Judas. Then tliere are the mosques and 
the marble palaces of the wejilthy Jews, and 
the Prophet’s tree with its hanging English 
street lamp, and the Imziiars, and the horse 
and donkey markets, and the Government 
stables Riled with Arabs ready to be shipped 
for our cavalry in Egypt, — altogether a 
strange medley of Christian, Hebrew, and 
Muhammadan. 

The great mosque shinds on the site of the 
temple of Riramon, which was demolished 
the shrine of .lupiter, which in its turn gAWI 
place to the Church of John the Baptist, fchd 
uppermost layer of the strntiRed reliCM irf 
faith upon which the Muhammadan 
structure is built. For a hundred fmXB th^ 
bloody treachei-ous Ommoyades worsllijppiyi 
here, and afterwards our own crusadera htifiml 
themselves against the mosque when "'w^i 
cared enough for spiritual things to 
for them. 
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The baznjirs are not too overrun with globe- 
trotters, so that excellent work may be had 
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you to the workshops, where you tuay see 
little Syrian boys deftly stamping brosswork, 
and executing TOaiwellous designs in walnut 
and mother-of-pearl ; little Jewish girls carv- 
ing and enamelling and turning, and looking 
very pretty and heiilthy and happy. On the 
ground flooi* are the warehouses, fitted with 
the finished work ready to be shipitod off 
to the markets of Paris and London. The 
Damascene arms and silk stuff tempt one to 
buy. One can almost persuade oneself that 
it would l>e economical to collect the wedding 
presents of a lifetime and take them home in 
trunks. I can recommend any honeymooning 
couple, with time and money to spare, if they 
wish to furnish their houses more beautifuUl*’ 
and inexpensively than their neighbour^ to 
make for Damascus, — a sliort week now from 
London by the Oriental Ejrjfn-eHM. 

The gardens of the city wore bare, ami 
the streams ran icy cold. I wandered! to 
denuded walks, and pieced together oat of 
them the summer )>owers where the peopto 
gossip and drink coffee all the aveuto|| rtol 
half the night, but the only note of otdoair 
was the foxy brown of the osiers imd 
young twigs of lopped willows. 
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To my mind the most romantic comer of 
thcf old city is the starting-place of the Mecca 
caravan, where the mahmil, or royal canopy 
of green silk, “with the curhiin for the Kaaha, 
is laid upon the favoured camel. I should like 
to have been there to see the beast blessed 
and presented with his consecrated sugar ball. 
No doubt tlie old custom will soon die out. 
We live in th<* days of the Dojjnl, foretold 
by the Prophet, in which engines and material 
oomforls are held of more account than the 
shelter of th<^ faith. Already the railway 
stretches to Medina, an<l Muhammad’s tomb 
is lit by electric light. The camel will soon 
appe^ir an anachronism to the jvrogressive 
Turk, if it is n<»t superannuattHl already, and 
the Sultan’s splendid gift will recline on the 
cushions of a plush-liuod, brass-studded Pull- 
ina>i oar. 

I did not visit all the lions of the place, 
having, like Mr Michael Angelo Titmarsh, a 
rooted objection to that fatal duty which 
supepitition entails upon a man of visiting 
Hie chief lions of the city in which he may 
Imppen to be. “You must go through with 
the ceremony,” says Mr Titmarsh, “however 
modb you nfay sigh to avoid it, and however 
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much you know tlio lions in one capital roar 
very mxich like the lions in another.” Cut 
I did not see the necessity. Tlio travelling 
instinct and the sight-seeing instinct are poles 
apart. And truly one can get a better insight 
into the real chfiracter of a place by wan- 
dering about the bazaars, noticing the street 
scenes, listening to the t^ilk, and trying to 
imagine the strange histories of these men, 
their jealousies, aiubitions, and intrigues; by 
climbing the hill at sunset that overlooks the 
city and looking down on the mosques and 
minarets, and tlu* green olive gardens, and 
all the busy humming lif(‘ of the stn^ets, 
uninterrupted by the broken Ihiedeker of any 
obsequious Syrian dragoman. 

All the walls and far;ades of Damascus were 
painted with vivid stripes of red, wliitOt 
black, in honour of a distinguished tOUi^ 
who had lately shed the light of hk 
trious presence on the oldest city in thn 
world. Not even the house of Ananias wail 
spared ; nor the house where 8t Paul was lat 
down in a basket, if there is any faith in 
dragomans; nor the house of Judas, who 
must have turned in purgatory at this new 
breath of notoriety. Even on* the walls of 
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Baalbf^c, the most splendid munurnont of his 
imfHirial prototypes, there was engraved an 
inscription in white marble, of which I re- 
member the words — " Imperatitr Germanorum 
vutitaxnt." 

While at Damascus a fit of consuming home- 
sickness seized me, for when one has been long 
abroad the thought of England tugs at one 
until all foreign lions become as mice com- 
pared to tht»sc dear stolid ones of Ti'afalgar 
Stiuare. I had no longer any hankering for 
Smyrna and Athens and Constantinople and 
Vienna, — till t»f which cities 1 had fondly 
dreamed of visiting: for tin' thought of home 
drew me like a mtignet, and I would not have 
delayed my arrival by an hour for any- 
thing. Only tlicre was BaallxH*, — after reading 
''Eothen’ 1 could not pass that by, I took 
the train— also painted black and white and 
rod — ^for Beirut, and stopped a night there on 
the way. I got a good guide, paitl him hand- 
somely not to accompany me and to see that 
nto cadging loafer approached. Thus for once 
in my life I visited a lion in peace. It roared 
hugely, and inspired mo with awe and wonder 
— everything but speech. 

The littltf mountain train climbed over 
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Lebanoiit winding slowly through the snow; 
then dipping behind a ledge of rock, stopped, 
as though in admiration. For there beneath 
us sparkled the blue dancing waves of the 
Mediterranean, and the warm, clear, vivid, 
gem -like little port of Beirut nestled by the 
beach. How different were the blue waves to 
the dirty ycdlow Persian Gulf, the last bit of 
ocean I had set eyes on. And Xenophon cried, 
“ Thalatta ! Thalatta ! In that simple phrase 
the soldier-historian expressed centuries ago 
the very acme of homo -sick ness, and of all 
the Greek that was drubl)ed into me at sc;hool 
I remeinijer little else. At the station I took a 
carriage, drove straight to the shipping agentm 
and siiiled the next morning by the first vassal 
that left the port. At my jmmion that cri’en* 
ing I was waited on by a maid -servant, 
was little more than four feet high, and hwl 
no figure or face to speak of ; yet she 
sented homeliness, and was t-o mo 41!^ 
sjTnbol of the West. < f 

My ship was a mmi(ujerum manlimm 
for Marseilles, and calling at Jaffa, Pott ; 
and Alexandria. At Jaffa I drove ain<»ig' Hi#, 
orange gardens, and felt I ought foe 
sorry I could not stay lung cnoOgfo t# 
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Jertisslem, only a few hours distant by train. 
At JPort Said 1 read the English newspapers, 
the first time for two months, and found that 
things were going on very much the same as 
ever; certain people had married, or died, or 
given birth. At Alexandria I sat under a 
tree in the Plaza, and killed time and im- 
patience with the latest novel uf Mr Conrad. 
In less than a week I %vas crossing the Channel 
to Dover, with a comfortable conviction that 
life is best taken sandw'ich fashion with dear 
old England for the brmd. It was a cold 
starlight night in early February. As we 
sped through Kent the same moon was 
shining out boldly that Moussa and I had 
watched, a tiny crescent, setting over anti- 
LebaiMMi. three nights after we thretuied the 
«amp of the Betlouin. 1 was at Charing 
CiH'ss that morning before six, and after a 
steaming bath in the hotel set out to explore 
the streets. No restiiurnnts were open, and 
my friends laj^ sleeping in their beds ii: dif- 
ferent quarters of the city, unconscious of my 
Arrival. I sought Covent Garden, resisted an 
almost irresistible impulse to slap a genial, 
blue -coated bobby on the back, and was 
moved to tiie wildest delight at the ^ght of 
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the splendid London druy- horses — huge, im* 
possible Bi'obdiiignagieo lH>asts— which I «aw 
as in a dream. Then 1 drifted into the crowd, 
that dear white English crowd, which is the 
lost heritage of every exih* over seas. 
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LONDON. 

I WA« killing an lu>ur in Soho Avhon I ran into 
CroMH, hot-f<K)t from the Kast. W'e met in a 
dingy [mssage leading *mt of Newton Court, 
where remnantH of hocond-hand furniture, ill- 
pi-otected from the rain by awning.s, were set 
half across tfie pavement to tempt p<K>r souls 
who nieditiit^Ml marriage and housekeeping on 
twenty or thirty sliiilings a-w<‘ek. The wjualid 
front of Newt<in Court, a mouutju'n of ugly 
tenements, inU-rseeted by iron staircases and 
girded at every st-oroy by iron banister rails, 
shadowed the passage uncompromisingly and 
spelt gloom. The air and dinginess w'ere 
oppressive, and one felt a great pity for the 
denizens of the place. A loiterer was eyeing 
a dilapidated bath, black and rusty with its 
crooked paint, a bait for some rich eccentric. 
Our eyes met in a chipped mirror with 
grotesque distortions, and he turned uneasily 
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io examine other things which he seemed 
anxious to carry over the way, — shabby, wopn- 
eaten chests of drawers, shredded horse-hair 
chaii'S, and an ottoman which looked *a8 il^it 
had once been garish, and was now covered 
with pathetic remnants of books marked 2d. 
each, and so detached from all human interest 
that one felt they could only b<» bought for 
ostentation. The rain trickled through the 
awning, and I was just thinking of the East, 
particularly a corner of it w'hich sotsmed to 
mo the most perfect antithesis to all this, 
when I ran into Cross, tin? vt;ry man with 
whom I had 8hare<l this little antithetical 
paradise not so many mouths lx*foro. 

It was the old furniture, the symbol of Jltfl 
our fictitious standai*ds and needs, that act me 
thinking of India. Prtnn pitying people who 
have made such lumber as ncjcc»«#ftry t<» 
themselves as a roof <iver their beads, omelll/ 
thoughts would naturally turn to Colic 
often need no roof at ail, to H lai^ 
strong sunshine and ^lean air. For the : 

ness of London, far more than one 
may be charge<l to its gunlesimea% ICW; 
drabness alike of its facts and ft* ideal*, 
Eveiy'where that tiie sun shines, and <me 
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may count on its shining through the greater 
pant of the year, there will be found a larger 
measure of peace, fewer needs, a simpler 
standard of living. And this is so true that 
it might almost be said that the aggregate 
peace of mind of any people could be gauged 
by the numljer of months or weeks in the 
year it is possible for them to He down and 
go to sleep in the open air. Apply the test 
to London and Gan jam. There the man who 
has failed, to take the case of the abject 
poor, can lie down anywhere in the sun or 
shade and rest : no policeman will disturb 
and he can build himself a shelter if he 
needs it. Tim pu<>i' are fo<l without contempt, 
so kmg as (here is no famine and there is 
enoug’h to go round. In Ltmdon jxjverty is 
Wtaade hideous hy the fear of having nowhere 
to slecjp, of being left out in the street, on 
'the pavement, in tli«‘ gutter, in the cold and 
the wot; by the horror of not being reKj>e<!t- 
able, of not having (more than not being; this 
dr that. Here, and there too, men are trying 
to push one another off the plank. But here 
the game is crueller, as the plank -spans an 
abyss. The death of a starved ryot in a 
famine district must be euthanasia compared 
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with l>eing submerged in London. The man 
who sees this will bo a sun-worshipper. Gl#om 
and cold and fog and fighting on a phpk have 
strengthened us, but thej^ have made us sad* 
vulgar, and shabby-genteel. 

The unsophisticated Hindu entering London 
would be bewildered by the number of its 
totems and fetishes, and the elaborates decencies 
for which so many people live unnatural and 
indecent lives, stifling honest instincts or di- 
verting them into unwholesoim* channels for 
the sake of stiff collars and a meaningless 
uniformity of apparel. He would find nothing 
in London as God made it; the second-hand 
furniture shop, the plush and varnish of 
Suburbia, would fill him with uneasiness* I 
can imagine him loiited by Newton Court* 
distressed in a stupid uninquiring w^iy, m a 
bird that has lit on a grimy collier in its 
passage South. Pedda Logidi, to give hie 
home a name, would gleam at the 
a vista intolerably remote. A clean, sunlit 
courtyard and a wliitewashod room ; green 
leaves for table service; for clothes, a shift 
to wind round him; for his penates, nothing 
but a mat or two, a charpoy, and a few 
burnished vessels, scrupulously clean; for 



LONDON. 301 

* 

ornameut, whatever mystic designs he might 
choose to trace in chalk on the lintel or 
threshold, and a garland of mango - leaves 
hung over tlfo door for luck. A place to 
sleep soundly in and wake every morning to 
the music of rustling palm - leaves bowing 
rhythmiadly in harmony with the faint hum 
of birds and inse^'ts and the tinkling bells of 
the cattle going out to pasture. 

I was seeing this eye to eye with him, when 
there came a swinging step Ixdiind, then a 
violent blow <»n my shoulder, and I turned to 
find my friend standing there to attention 
with a certain glow in his eyes, hut speech- 
less with the impulse of the race to let an 
encounter explain itself with as little help as 
possible. 

“Isn’t this fine?” were his fii'st words. 

Isn’t what fine?" 

“ Why, this," he said, swinging his , stick 
ground to indicate the derelict furniture, the 
chipped mirror, the dismal fruit-stall, the web 
of suspended telephone wire, and the un- 
cohapromising front of Newton Court. 

“I was thinking of Pedda Logidi,’’ I said. 

“ Oh yes, Pedda Logidi ! But come along ; 
I want to soak in this.” 
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He linked his arm in mine and swung into 
Cterrard Street, treading air. I let him mve, 
for I know how it all stiaiek him. Se still 
saw London as we saw it in the wildomiNM, 
as most exiles do in distent parts of the 
earth, thinking of it as the homo of romance, 
the epitome of the human race, a city pro- 
lific in adventure. All this which seemed to 
me so grimy and squalid and repulsive w^aa 
to him a facet merely of a deaidy- recovered 
possession ; it stood for his drmms of the 
phice in far lands, and lie wa.s turning the 
crystal dotingly. Now it was Soho. To-night 
it would bo the West End. In the meantime 
eveiything w’as good, even the poisonous prints 
and drinks and smokes displayed in the ahon 
window^s. He lingered enchanted in a 
current of air that oozed fixmi a FVenC(& 
restaurant, rarrying the savour of onio^ 
pot au feu, across the pavement. He 
joy in the modest assurance of a gi*oap 
French laundresses seen through a baMMiji^' 
window ironing linen, the sleeves of th<^r 
print dresses turned up at the elbow. 

Nashin” was on his lips contemptuously lUi wit 
pulled up in Soho Square. 

Here weeping plane-trees weiw 
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thdr sparse leaves. Their trunks, blotched 
and scored like dominoes where the gritty 
hark had fallen, took on a spectral white from 
the reflections of the electric light, which 
quivered on the railings, the dripping pave- 
mcmt, and the grey behind everything. A fog 
was creeping up, so that the gaunt houses 
which flanked the garden on all sides were 
made barely discernible by dim lights pene- 
trating curtains and drawn blinds. Not a 
hundred yards off rose and fell the insistent 
roar of Oxford Stiwt, while the only immediate 
idgn. of life at our feet was a cjxt dejectedly 
seating a dry placH). 

An ti this was the London we had personified 
in the stiUnuss of forests, — a city impersonal, 
hut remembering, appreciative even sometimes, 
ill when one dreams of the echo of one's feet 
tq|i liar pa\ements as the sound of a carctss. 
Did Cross, I wondertvi, now that he had come 
hade, his work done, expect to find a ripple 
on her face, and in the deeps somewhere a 
to mark an endeavour? I had laughed 
him once for falling into dreams over a 
IM^p of tin or some civilised relic, valued 
heesause it must have passed by the banks of 
the Ihame^ just os a lover is moved to reverie 



aoi THE mantle of the east. 

over a relic of his But there was 'ttio 

picture, — cranes and barges and hurryii^ |eet 
over Hungerford Bridge. 

It was alwaj's one of our umusenients to 
visualise London. I renH*n»ber how, in the 
wilds, a book had twice tlie charm if the scone 
were laid there ; how, when we read that 
Major Pendennis talked down .Jennyn Street, 
we rememl>ered the times we had walked down 
Jennyn Str<'t*t ourselves, and thought of the 
times we would walk down .h'rrnyn Street 
again, if the good G<m 1 were comiMissionate. 

I remember Cross sitting up half the nigiht 
over a tiashy novel l)ecause the scene wa« laid 
in Holland Pai’k, an<l eagerly turning the pa||^ 
in the hope that a policeman would turn 
some lane that he knew, or a hansom ptd|| ipliti 
in a familiar street. And in Euro|)e he/loocild 
not have read beyond the first chaptefT.* 

And here he was, come bm-k into dlk |l|d with 
the old freshness. Ho had left a land iSil'tMin- 
shine, greenery, and visible content, a f0DaiS- 
outdoor life, horses prhich the West denied’ 
him. — for in London he could not afl^rd It 
hack, — and an endless belt of wood and hilT 
and marsh -land which might have been ' 
own preserve, and was seldom disturbed 
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by the 4Jra<5k of hi« own gun. And what, yon 
may well ask, had London to offer in exchange 
foi* all this? Whatever it might l>e, he was 
well eoliteiit. His ideal had not yet failed 
him. Standing there in Soho Square, I could 
piece it together more or less from togs of 
camp talk heard and rememl>ered in the 
MaUahs. For the zest of the man made his 
wordlli oddly memorable. He was one of those 
spontaneous souls wdiose thoughts run natur- 
ally into words, who seem Uy have no thought 
of — f^rtainly no affectation of — reserve, and 
happily no need of it. 

First in his perspective, I think, gle*imed 
tliat curve of liglits by the embankment from 
Cross to Waterloo Bridge, and the 
gax^ehs behind, which is Adelphi Terrace, 
with tlie windows looking out over the 
Thames, where holmob the votaries of the 
Muses} and this, he thought, was the finest 
view ip the world. Near hy, in eddies off the 
* Stiraild and Fleet Street, are the dens pf men 
^ho write, old friends who still dream in 
familiar rooms, whe^ro walls and shelves dimly 
Indicate their visions. And beyond, only a 
or two to north and west, in squares and 
and .crescents, are the dozen or more 


V 
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bouses where one is made welcome. Here are 
women like none else in the world, beautiful 
every one of them in some resptwt or other, 
Imoyant and easy of gait, tall, fair, with clear, 
quiet eyes and voices rich as the tones of a 
bell. He could not speak of London without 
rhapsody ! 

What a home-coming his must have been I 
Suez passed, one can imagine the first contact 
with Europe in the white crowds of Marseilles 
and Paris. These are good, hut unsatisfying, 
landmarks on the path. Then the chalk cliffs 
of Dover, where is re^nl earth, nurse of the 
whitest men on earth — .soil, one feels, of which 
a grain must have more virtue than tons of 
Asiatic rubble. Here John of Gaunt’s wordS|, 
freshly remembered, warm the blood like wflli, 
as one steps ashore and leaves the watere 

“ a-s a moat defensive to a Iiouse, 

Against the envy of less happier lanfia.” 

, ^ 

Charing Cross receives one. grim, friendly, and 
demoniac, with its shr^ insistent traffic. 
out into the streets, to drift aimloMily, foatilt' 
ically in the crowd. 
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II. 

I lofti London for a raontb, and came baeic 
to find Cross disconsolate. Take a man from 
Gilgit or Kentung, plant him in the Strand, 
and he will feel just as young as the day 
ho went away. And every time he revisits 
London the old illusions will come back and 
stay with him for at least ten days, just as if 
everything had stood still in the interval of 
his absence, readj' for him to come home and 
pick up the threads. 

But the new rast is short-lived. It may be 
wo have not the buoyancy wo had, though we 
keep youth longer than stay-at-home folk, 
^om we find disproportionately aged and dis- 
etplined. Cross was disappointed. Old friends, 
M cottrse, had not changed, but others with 
irhom bo used to l>e fairly intimate quite failed 
in their well-meant efforts to appear cordial. 
A. was smothered in the defensive wrappings 
of etiquette; B. submerged in a commonplace 
C. absorbed iu the routine of busi- 
ness. Their coldness was quite unconscious; 
and Cross laid the blame, perhaps unjustly, 
on an office^ or an unimaginative wife, while, as 
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a matter of fact. A., B., and C. had probably 
obeyed the laws of civilisation, which' O’jfer- 
look wild men of the woods, and leave them 
with the instincts of a schoolboy or a«9avage. 

Speaking ingenuously as one of those, with 
whom ten years more or less of the open air 
must have made him kin, — a kinship which 
ton days of London confinned, — my friend was 
■wondering if A., B., and C. ever realise how 
depressing they and their city are to men 
from the froutiex'^i. It was nearly ten years 
since Cross had last set foot in London, and 
he had returned to find things vorj' much 
changed. Perhaps the change was in himself. 
A life under broad skies may have reduced 
him to paganism. Anyhow, ho wa« diai^[lr^ 
pointed in London. I do not record 
because I think Lond«>n will l>e concerned eit 
his criticisms, hut because there maat be many 
Londouera who would like U> know-how they 
appear to simpler folk. I have alway« lot|ud 
that evolve<1 people aro much more intiea|pftt0d 
in savages than sayages are in cvolntion. 
Cross must bo wrong, of course. I not 
too dull to recognise this, and to see that ill 
other resi>ects, as, for instance, when I «|pw» 
with Cross, my vision must b^ defectiva. 
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Things^ noiit appear to him inverted, like the 
distortions one has seen on the back of a 
spoon. lElia discontent must be due to devolu- 
tion, add his impressions primitive enough to 
make them psychologically interesting. They 
may not be now ; they are certainly more 
intuitive than derived. But they are spon- 
taneous, the views of a man of action who 
ha« dune good work quietly; a man who has 
had his own definite plot to attend to, and 
knows exactly what ho has done or failed to 
do for England. 

Men of his tyi>e often find London vaguely 
distrt'ssing after the sj)acioiisncsH of the East: 
it appears to them like a monster that is fed 
on human lives. They see the wdiole machine 
pulsing and throbbing and making earth hid- 
eous with its discordant din, and they know 
notliing of the springs and motives that keep 
the mechanism going. Destiny has been tender 
enough to leave them out of the mill. Yet 
they are the men who do the work. “ Nothing 
m done in London," say the men from the 
Marches. “ Whitehall, Pall Mail, Westminster ? 
Hiey occasionally put in an unintelligent spoke 
and thwart us with the best intentions.” 

Cross had already swept them away in a 
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flood of invective, when ho turned again on 
tlie men in the street. We were watching <th|0 
crowd from the scH*urity of a first-floor wdndoWt 
and wondering how any man could pose his 
days in it without becoming dehumanised* 
Every one looked so unhappy and anxious, as 
if they wei^e living under a continual strain, 
W’hich w’as very probably the ease* A few 
loitered vacuously by the shop windows like 
seaweed drifting in a current ; while others 
struggled east and w'cst, pushing one another 
off the pavement in a jarring conflict of aims, 
each man trying to get more out of life than 
another, to decei\o, undersell, or outwit him, 

■Af: 

And one knew that all thin which one pUrtr 
on the surface was l>einR re|M*ated undei:gMil|||^ *, 
in a warren of tunnels and tubes, 
in a network of wires, — the work of BmIi 
lossly striving to eoramunicat'e with one i 

in their efforts to find some peculier need 10^ 
the organism which they can furnish fof; 
price. 

Across the pavement a bim-shc^ wm 
gorging its azunmic crowd. “You wghiI 4|I*I 
believe,” Cross was saying, “that only * 
tory ago the stock those men are spnuig Cmat 
fought like Paladins for a smtiment. 
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th«m ;aow! Pcxy devilH, what chaoce have 
bred in an atmosphere like this, with a 
polioeman rwnd the comer? Naturally they 
look on* gaddea death as phenomenal. Yet nine 
out of ^ ton of the men you see in the stieet 
heBeve that, being products of progress, their 
servitude is more dignified than that of their 
forebears in the <lays of foudalism. ‘Dark 
ages,* they call them ; and those days, when 
usurers and sweaters have ousted the military 
overiord, they term * onlightene^l.’ How many 
men do you think in that crowd can call their 
soul their i>wn ? They are all bought and sold, 
drivm and hurried, dependent on caprice, 
lamdon has liocomo the biggest slave-market 
hi thi) *^mdd ; there is an epic of misery in the 
o'k'ory self-made capitalist." 
f' **||||p|,irhy gird at London?” I said. “The 
. (Weahi^ ntust go under. It is a natural law 
that holds everywhere.” 

. “Yes, but it is the quality that makes for 
Bines') that I quarrel with. The standards of 
r strength and weakness change, and the modem 
standard is the presence or absence of the 
' idtopkeeper’s instinct of gain, with or without 
honour. The battle goes to the man with the 
greatest vitality and the least scruplesi to men 
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who never miss a weak spot or hesitate to 
strike at it. Every generous instinct mnstJbe 
a flaw in their armour; every human interest 
must weigh them down. Look at th&t man 
there with the loose green overcoat. You can 
see he has pawned the coat underneath it, and 
very likely his shirt. He is drifting in the 
crowd in the hope that something may turn 
wpf but he feels that his f(M)thold is slipping, 
and the threads have Klipp«»d from his fing^SS. 
I can imagine him crushwl hy the nightmare 
of London’s indift’erence until he would rather 
fall into thi* hands «>f eannihals than go under 
in that cro\\d. 

“ Even those \\ ho emerge and gain a fcwit* 
hold seem to move in continual fear for thfiil* 
secui'ity, and begin to barricjide themse|v«H 
against encroa<-hment. I ran up against lHWno 
earthworks f>f the kind this momit^»4lt ♦ 
mansion off Fleet Street. The Imildf# ^ m |44 
half a street. On the grr>und floor il0kt m ikRillf 
of new mahogany and brass; pglvt 
ybung'men sat at desks copj-ing and |paitbl|g 
slips into a book ; livericMl messenger<‘lkiy4 'Wkni 
running in and oilt; a lift wae aacendlttg jjttid 
descending with awfnl Bo!enni%; nod A wWr 
of distant machinery came Cram fcimewh^ 
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undorgi'ound. How differently, I thought, 
nmet the Hound of thoeo engine* etriko the 
permanent Htaff und the outeide applicant fur 
work. • 

“I wanted to find an old friend, now the 

editor of * The Weekly ’ ” (Cross mentioned 

a saccessful journal), “and drag him off to 

lunch. The oflSIctss of ‘ The Weekly I was 

told, were on the first floor. ‘Turn to the 
righ# when you got up the .st>iirs/ a porter 
told me, ‘then the first turning to the left.’ 
A hand on the pa«sag<‘ wall contirined these 
directions, and 1 found three doors, uiurkcd 

‘Private,’ •‘Alanager, “Weekly ‘Editor, 

»VSFeekiy I opened one, and was con- 

fronted by two Htrangei*s, who stood stiffly and 
glared re^^rntnienl, as if expecting an attack. 
‘Smith not iu, I suppose.’ No answer neither 
I might have been a conspirator de- 
lied^ ‘in a crime, it door was flung open on 
iim oHim* aide of the passage, and an excited 
attoadant ran in. 

“‘Who is it you want to see, sir? khr 
Gknith? I will inquire, sir. WUl you remain 
in i|»e passage?’ 

.ojBie dived tltpongh the door marked ‘Pri- 
vate,* and 9ea|:^^red. 
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‘“Mr Smith is out, sir. Will you leave a 
message? I am afraid it is against the regu- 
lations to give a gentleman’s address.’ 

" These were the men who are winning,” 
Cross explained. “ It was necessary to secure 
themselves against invasion. The attendant 
ought to have been in the [jassage. I had 
broken through the fortifications, and was 
naturally taken for an enemy. Perhaiw they 
scented a manuscript, a prospectus, or an ap- 
plication. The precautions wore sane enough, 
but Smith missed a good lunch. 

“I don’t know why, but those desks and 
chairs and defensive doors reminded me of 
old Wali Muhammad’s story of going home 
to his valley in the Khuzrogi country thro^l^ 
the Zakka Khel. Wlien he put in for 
he used to invent a false route, because hd 
was afraid that Firoz of his own oomimhy 
would follow him up and put an end to tfa" 
tribal blood-feud by sniping him on the border. 
It was not good form to settle these things fn 
the regiment. So Wali Muhammad used to 
skulk in the maize-fields and travel mily at 
night. So long as he was in the Zakka 
Khel country he existed only on aufferanoe, 
like most of the men you see here in tbe 
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street; but he always had the chance of 
doing a little sniping on his own aoi^iuit, 
and that is where the parallel ends. His 
lifle symbolised the primitive way of hold- 
ing on to life and securing his own, and it 
seemed to me a healthier and happier one 
than this London skirmishing. All the way 
down the steps, as 1 passed doors behind 
which disciplined and bun -fed clerks were 
transferring accounts from a day-book into 
a ledger, scheming how not to lose their 
situation, with the only idea, it seemed, of 
absorbing one day at the desk that they 
might endure countless more, I was thinking 
of the strong sunshine of Kila Sher Sang, 
rare little green patches of terraced maize- 
:^&ids. and the irrepressible camel -thorn scrub 
thrusting its roots into the rock. 

''Instead of lunching with Smith I came 
here and ran into you, so perhaps it is as 
wdL But I am sorrier than ever for the 
men who have to climb stairs in search of 
work. The encounter was jaiTing enough as 
it was, but it would have been detestable if 
I had wanted anything from these ‘Weekly 
— men. Their air of looking round for 
a polioemiin brought home to me the tragedy 
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oi uuemployment mor© forcibly than any- 
I can remember; it made me und#r- 
stand that money means very much more to 
the unemployed than mere food and elothes, 
though these are hard enough to come by. 

“Why, I often wonder, don't the submerged, 
when they have nothing to lose, give them- 
selves over to organised loot. They seem, if 
anything, to respect their conquerors. The 
Napoleon who emerges from the crowd ho 
has sweated and over-reached comes in for 
just as much awe as if he had w'on his way 
by the sword. It is an odd characteristic this 
of the London crowd, a kind of chivalry oi* 
Christian altruism, that makes the partially 
or totally submerged derive pleasure frojm the 
mere contemplation of success even whom 
there is no hope of copiiact with it. A titled 
millionaire enters a Ibarber’s shop, and an 
assistant on a poimd a-week and tips is set 
to 'shave him. You would think the yonii^ 
man wonld be glad of the opportunity to eat 
the grandee’s throat, ^ot a bit of it. He Is 
proud to touch him, and elated at his good 
fortune for the rest of the morning. 
sir,’ a young barber said to me, 'is Captaiii 
Asterisk, — the third captain that 'i|s been In 
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'ere this morning. He belongs to the Duke 
of^ Asterisk’s family. Perhaps you Wy 'ave 
met him on a military campaign?”’ 

I began to be glad that Cross bad fallen 
foul of the editors. It gave him an impetus. 

I felt as if the Khyl>er was standing in judg- 
ment over Fleet Street. 

“It is a truly British liair-shirt instinct,” he 
went on, — I caimot convey his extraordinary 
gift of invective, though I recollect enough 
of what he said to l>e conscious that my 
version of it all is merely a paltering imi- 
tation. — “ and it filters through all classes. 
Among the more well-to-do one comes across 
a tyi>e with whom open admiration |pves 
place to the make-believe, in whi<di men 
hover round the fold of the elect, repeat 
second-hand gossip about them, reckem on 
third cousinships by marriage, and affect to' 
regard a ttasuul spider’s thread connection as 
a permanent bridging of the gulf. They like 
to think they have come out top in the 
miUe though they have only stuck half-way, 
and this, I fancy, is the only imaginative- 
side you will find in the avert^e middle-class 
Cockney. 

“Even acnoug the elect thera are degrees, 
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until the point is reached where the hair- 
shirt instinct vanishes. The only differeB|pe, 
then, is that the degrees are recognised as 
merely artificial decorations on a foujidation 
of equality. Yet hero, too, in the fold yon 
will find rings, and an honest revolt against 
exclusion even where inclusion would be dis- 
tasteful. There is the eminent man’s wife, 
who for impressment is not above a shift to 
let you know she was bom in Mayfair, lest 
you should think she could only soar there 
on her husband's pinions. Editors who know 
us in the aggregate better than we know 
ourselves are quick to detect the weakness, 
and profit by an open or insidkms ap 
to it. 

“And now that the standard of pv^l||ar 
taste is guided and fafiectod by the half- 
penny press, it is not dilBenlt to 
the Londoner in aggregate. Every issue M 
a popular journal must be a sort of gleriftidi ' 
edition of his tastes and interests, prejn^lew ; 
and ideals, boiled dawn and served up in > 
essence, the product representing the point df 
view of the ordinary man, or rather 
point of view he would like to have if lut « 
had any at all. And if this hid^us agytW 
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gate mtm, the personification of the popular 
ta^te, “eeased to be a composite picture of a 
dozen different kinds of vulgarity, the news- 
paper jyould eease to exist. 

** One cannot help admiring the man who can 
look into that grim physiognomy, — a Medusa's 
head to the sensitive, — read the vulgar inward- 
ness of it, and reproduce it every day, always 
with the same radiant smirk of self-sufficiency. 
For, take it which way you will, the monster 
has only two grimaces, either combative and 
vicariously intrepid m it leaps and shrieks and 
mafficks on the stife side of the ropes, or feebly 
and hysterically subversive as it indulges in a 
riot of ful^ declamation and yells its aggres- 
sive sermon of meekness. Barely it is an 
aohieiement in uandonr for men who must 
have, some inkling ’of' what is beaotifhl to 
pi9e.«di^ ‘Demos with such an exact portrait 
oi himself,' so that Demos rising every morn- 
ing frood' his bed may hug his own image — 
ihake hands with himself, so to speak — with 
a irami -bibulous content, and go to his desk 
or counter with the complacency that only 
wine or worth inspire. 

“Take the headlines for the features, — to 
preserve the metaphor, — the pervading sent!- 
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mentality in Jingo and Radical alike for the 
set expression of the face, and you will *Ji>e 
struck more than anything else by the amass- 
ing lack of proportion in the lineaments. 
‘Duke’s son baptised,’ ‘Lord Blank’s daughter 
jilted,’ ‘Admiral kicks oflF,’ are human little 
touches that tell their own story, and coming 
from men who know what counts, show an 
admirable suppression of the salient. 

“Perhaps it is as well that these artists are 
content to produce the same picture every 
day, and do not hope to exercise a formative 
influence on the people. For Demos, if ho is 
to be saved, has more chance of working his 
own salvation.” 

Cross leaned out of the window. Outside 
in the street the traffic wfis hxjkod. and the 
sudden lull and cessaticm of wheels soetned to 
bring him to a standstill. An enormous heaiuo, 
with its following of mourning -coaches, was 
causing a block. The hlack plumes, the whito 
everlastings, the oTmr-oaparis<med horsest the ’ 
podgy and histrionie Imates. the hideous parade 
of the old bourgeois <Hmcefi^on of woe that 
makes death more terrible than pathetic, left 
him almost without words. 

*‘Look at that,” he motuied, laising his 
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shoulders and thrusting his hands into his 

r kots with a pressure which relieved him 
saying that our last appearance is the 
most'unnatural of all — that the manner of it 
orystalliHas the substance of our ideals, and is ' 
the last triumph of sunlessness. 

Cross called a waiter and lit one of his 
pungent Burma cigars. We drank, but wo 
were sunk in gloom. 

Perhaps in lonely parts of the earth our 
iUusi<ms will come back to us, and London 
will appeal to us again, as \ve think only of 
its pleasant back-waters, and forget the ugli- 
ness of the main stream. 
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THE CNVEILING OF LHASA. 

n»t, 

nESS OPINIONS. 

BlaOkwool** XAgasifiie. Edmund CaitdWr'if c1«iir and vigorous 

Uttrmtivv of march, which »ccib» t4> m one of the beat piec«» of wiir cone» 

a}>oiKiei)ce wmch we have met with for many yearw He write* wiih n^uch 

^ace and and be ha* given u* many unforgettable little pictnrea of 

«cenery,*’ 

Sir Charlaa BlUot In Quarterly EeTle«r.~'‘ All reader* will agree that 
Mr (toller baa attained remarhaldti and wometinie# extraordinary excelleiice 

in dewcriptive narrative If any one i* in a biirry to know what THiet i« 

like, and what the expedition did, be will find it all there, and told with a 
akill that make* oue half regret the author’»i tersenea*/' 

Tb« Oatlook.- A remarkably good book* Mr Candler is tilled with the 

Waudctlust that baa ins|nrod some of the worldV moat atrmetive writings. 
Asia has laid her cbami ou him/' 

Tli« SpectiLtdr.— Mr i'andler has written a lK>ok of remarkable interest. 
That, Indeed, wati asRured by its subjeet ; but the mai^iier of writing is as 
ailmlrable as the matter. Other hooks rm the expediUon may be written 
fuller of tailed informeiioi , but non.- can hv more thoroughly imbued with 
its romance. '* 

Tha Saturday Review, " An admirable dt^scription not only of the cam- 
paign but Jof the t omitries and peojde concerned." 

The AtheufliUBl,—’** A bright nud moving uamdiMV ' 

The StMialter,- Mr (.’aiiiiler lias written a liotik fvf absorbing interest. 

Hi* concern is with the si>et;tacul«r element—the drama, the terror and 

pity, the mystery and romance, the unlocking of the great Asian mystery^" 

The Timet,-” “Mr Can4lcr\H ac<^outtt of hi* experieiue^' in Tibet in m 
breezy and suggestive as la the excellent sketch which stnitds on the frontis- 
idece. *Th« Unveiling of Lhasa* is precisely the kind of book the ordinary 
raider wants. It i» extrt?mely easy, bright, and graphic, but for all its 
aniMreUt simplicity there are ideas lurking in the crisp sentences which show 
that Mr Candler couM if he liked bo profoundlv didactic. But it is clear 
that he has aimed at writing a ]«opular Imok, and he luus Hucceeded.” 

TIMI MOfUlUig Poit. — “ A clearly written and picturesque account from a 
traveller of eipeiiem'e/' 

The Bally Telegraph.— “ A picturesque, stirring, and spirited narrative." 

The Dally Newa.— “ For Mr Caiiciler’s Ixiok w© have nothing bu< praise/* 

The Daily Kali --“We do not see how Mr Candler can eac;.H|)€! a place 
among the hiatorian*/’ 

The Daily Oraphic,— “Sure of a hearty welcome." 
if The DaMy Expreee. — “Mr hklmund Candler’* ^Utiveillug of Lhasa' i* 
at once a defence and an admirably interesting account of the reeent Tibet 
Miaaiou. It i* written with wide knowledge and great insight.'* 

Tha Weetmluater Oatetie.— “The everyday tnoideuis and accident* make 
the real romance of the enterprise. They are set forth in Mf Caniller*! 
account with a vividness and charm which make the whole volume didlghtfiil 
r^lng/* 

The PftU QAiette.— “ A remarkably vivid record." 

London : EDWARD ARNOLD, 1906. 







